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and was in the deserts till the day of 
his shewing unto Israel. . 

CHAPTER II. 

I Avgvstvs taxeth all the Roman em- 
pire. 6 The nativity of Christ. 8 One 
angel rel&teth it to the shepherds ; 
13 many sing praises to God for it. 
21 Christ is circumcised. 22 Mary 
purified. 28 {Simeon and Anna pro- 
phesy of Christ : 4*0 who'increaseth 
in wisdom, 46 qvestioneth in the 
temple with the doctors, 51 and is 
obedient to his parents. 

AND It came to pass in those days, 
that there went, out a decree from 
Csesar Augustus, that all the world 
should Be taxed. 

2 (And this taxing' was first made 
when Cyrenms was governor of Syria.) 

3 And all went to be taxed, every one 

into his own city; : .<; 

4 And Joseph also went tip from Gal- 
ilee, out of the city of Nazareth, into, 
Judasa, unto the city of David, which is 
called Bethlehem; (because he was of 
the house and lineage of David;) 

5 TB he taxed with "Mary hi$ esppus- ' 
ed wife* heihg great with child. ■■■■;"' 

6 And so it was, that, while they-were V 
'there, the days were accomplished that 

she should toe delivered. '" 

7 And she brought forth herfirstbofn 
son, and wrapped him* in swaddling 
clothes, and laid him in a manger; be- 
cause there was no room for them in 
the inn, 

8 And there were in the same country 
shepherds abiding in "the field, keeping 
watch over their flockby night. 

9 And, lo.the angel of the Lord came 
upon them, and theglory of the Xord 
shone round about them : and they 

; were sore afraid. 

10 And the angel said unto them, Feaa 
not : for, beheld, I bring you good tid- 
ings of great joy, which shall be to all- ; 
people, 

11 For unto you is born this day in 
the city of David a Saviour, which is 

Christ the X o rd. ,, 

%2 A™d this shall &ea sign unto yon ; 
Ye shall find the babe wrapped m 
swaddling clothes, lying in. a manger, 

13 And suddenly there was with the 
angel a multitude of the heavenly host 
praising God, and saving, 

.%4> Glory to God in the highest, and 
on earth peace, good will toward men. 

15, And it came to pass, as the angels 
were gone away from themfnto heaven, 
the shepherds said one to another, Let., 
us now go even unto Bethlehem, and*'* 
see this thing which isqome to pais,' 
which the Dord hath made known unto 
■■io.su-- 

16 And they came with haste, and" ; 
found Mary, and Joseph/ and the babe 
lying in a manger. 

17 And when they had seen ft,' they . 
made known abroad the saying which 
was told them concerning this child. 
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HIS IS A BEAU- 
TIFUL WORLD ! 

—very beautiful 
^— indescribably 
beautiful ! Its 
architectural and artis- 
tic -designs speaking 
the incomparable genius 
of its Creator, pale the 
best accomplishments 
of man. Its, monu- 
ments of rock, lifting above castles of cloud 4 their sun-crowned heads, 
leaye, in the dust the most magnificent productions of sculptor's chisel. 
Its stretch of harmonious coloring in bird's wing, in sky-blue, in lily white, 
in snow crystal, and beach coral, outrun the" wildest fancies of the paint- 
er's brush. Its captivating burst of -music, filling the heart of the hills 
with new song for each moment, soars, too high for comparison with the 
masters of all ages. Oh! this natural world of ours^-at every turn -, of 
its winding path man is confronted with some indisputable proof of a 
Creator's mind and a Father's love. These mountains, whose feet the 
springs wash, while their hands hold on to the sky, as though stood there 
to the Earth and Heaven together ; these valleys,' abloom with leaf and 
floweret, and awave with harvest; this earth, with all. the beautiful 
treasures hidden in it; these springs, rivers, lakes, islands, seas, • contin- 
ents, make it a heautiful world. , , ' j;^' 

Standing at my office window, % saw Hie? ^sUn r with its fing-ers' of "flame, 
painting on the canvas of the sky groups of v?h&e angels dressed hi robes 
of amber, and fastening with crimson* ribbons, alfonge With' purple and 
gold, the black mantle of the, night, and J thought, this isGod's great artist 
the sun, hanging pictures in the sky, affd. stooping; to, paint the butter-cup 
yellow, and the forget-me-not blue. I thought, this is Heaven's best gift, 
and Earth's one hope— a world's life, warmth, and beauty — Light. Who 
can resist it ? Who can put it out-r-who wants to ? Light for the rich, 
peering through silken tapestry; light for the poor, creeping through 
garret casement; light for the wanderer away on the sea; light for the .' 
hermit's hut in the wood; light for the dancing eyes of childhood; light 
for the dim vision of old age ; light for the prince's coronet/and light for 
the pauper's needle. Where is the ladder -of the morning that I may climb 
and' kiss its golden lip ? Nay ! nay ! God has sent it down to kis : s mine, 
while giving to all earth its glory by its touch of love. "\ v- 

Yet, do I want to stay—stay — always^-tyd anybody question} A 
gentleman, the other day, said in my presence: "I would like to, live a 
thousand years," and then 1 addressing me, said, "Is it not so witKryou"?" 
I replied, "Oh, no ! no ! kindly as the world has treated! trig; and beautiful 



as 



I see it to be, yet I read in its every expression that .there is a niuc|i^— ■ 
rch hotter world for .... - ' ' '.:.■- .._..>. ..' \ - -.." "■/ . ' " 
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much better world, for 

All in Nature Dirtos us to Heaven, 

if we could only see the fingers pointin^tSere. I see the waters : catch the 
hands of aerial vapors and climb upwards: t see a myriad wmgs f rom/dale 
and forest mark for their course the-Skies. "I see that, the Sowers fasten 
their star-like eyes upon something fa&^wabove. I see the frees-as God's 
sign-posts pointing heavenward. YeST^lL;ri^^^^®to^y 1 i s world 
is only a place of sofourh ;' ' only ■ the journey— a' better world the goal; ' 
only the crossing— a better:wprld the home— a/ten thousand times better,; 
so much better, that when you have Jexfrsbtsted all' tie adjectives, in every 
■language to describe the superiority bftKrworld ofwhicVf speak to the 



one in which I am, that 
even then you come 
nowhere near saying 
very much better is this country which we seek. 
<$> 

Man Pointing There. 

HEN again I want to say that man himself points there. 
God created two great lights for our leading. One for 
the Earth— ^the sun ! and one for the soul — the conscience. 
Brilliant as that burning sphere shines in the firmament, it is possible to es- 
cape its rays. We can hide in tunnels ; descend into the bowels of the earth, 
or exclude its beams from our habitations, but there is no place to which 
man can flee to escape the blaze of that lamp hung in the sky of the heart 
—the conscience ! 

Man was created in the image Of God, and the conscience is the God 
part of him! Revealing God, pointing to God, bringing in God, speaking 
of God, making God everywhere. The penetrating capacity of X-rays 
cannot be compared to tile forces of this search-light to press its way into 
all the dives of man's sin, his wastes of dissipation and haunts of sorrow. 

It' is there : • a light never completely extinguished until Eternal 
breath blows out,, life's candle, and then it re-kindles to bless or curse in 
another world. Boundless mercy appointed an angel with flaming sword 
. to 4 guard "Tlhe Tree of Life ;" Infinite Love appointed an angel at the 
gate of every souhr— Conscience, to lead that soul up. 
* Who is there that does not know it ? Who is there who has not 
proved its opposing force, and its inherent power to live on, despite every 
effort for its destruction? It is stronger than argument, stronger than 
creed, stronger, than prayer-book, stronger than love, stronger even than 
Bible, that angel with the flaming sword. . 

Oh, what hours you^have spent in controversy with.it; when alone, 
I mean; and what stifling .(of -it -you have done when with the crowd. 
When evil, with its stealthy : feet, creeps to the door of the soul, and sore 
temptation,, with eloquent tonguel pleads its entrance Jlonsdence cries : 
"Do not consider it — do npt:ailoj^it,;^hut T the door against it— it will hurt 
you! It Will spoil yoUr- "happiness ; it will leave an ugly mark upon your 

farments; it will cast ii : p6ri-your..rec6rd, what you will never want to look ~ 
ack upon; it will find t fe|:| with -"which to follow you;, it will torture 
memory; it will shadow life — it: will. darken death ! . It is sin — and if Only 
one sin, as much to be dreaded as a multitude, for sin is like the carrion 
crow, which never', comes ,.alOhe,- but always has a flock in its train, and if 
you give admittance 'lo'ijfie first all' the rest will soon , follow one by one. 
Oh, this guardian ang^^Gonscience:// No step taken in life but the Eeart^^ 
must go with it or agatfisfcit It can be wounded, or cramped, or seared — 
but it takes a lot to kill it.. It was created for the skies, and who would- 
not say it takes , a l6t fo J dra^toi'Hell: what was made for Heaven ? 

CT. ITTING on/the curbway of a London gutter, with sore and bleeding 
*->i feet, andHattered garb, a young girl whose face lost none of its ex- 
ceptional fairness because of its exceptional sorrow, looking up to a star, 
shining as a# angel's tear about to fall on the" woe below, floated upon the 
foul air of jthgalley -in. a voice of infinite' sweetness : * - *' " ^^f 

/ :.V* ' ff There is a better World, they say, 
..'.v\ Oh, so bright i oh, so bright ! 

. v *:■ , w Where sin and woe we done away, 

■ v : , Oh, so bright ! oh, so bright \' 

There music fills the 

balmy air, 
.And angels with bright 

wings are there, 
And harps of gold 'and 
mansions fair, 
Oh, so bright ! oh, so 
bright t "' "' "■*■_ ' 

So, amid foul ' sur- 
roundings, illegitimate 
circums't ances, and 
wrong practices, when 
. .the heart has forgotten, 
the lip has been merry, 
and the mind gay,- and 
the evil appetite — wheth- 
er for the cup or the 
gambling table — godless 
amusement or worldly 
pleasure, has triumphed 
over right, truth, and 
justice, Conscience has 
sprung to the gate with 
sword aflame and cried *■ 
"What about, your for- 
saken Bible, what about 
your ignored principles, 
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what about your holy bringing-up, what about your mother's prayers?" 
The light of that lamp has flashed and re-flashed, bedazzling the way, and 
forcing a halt in the downward march as a great light in great darkness 
does do, and we stay, not seeing where to put the next step. So Conscience's 
lamp has revealed the blackness of the road. Each step led nearer and 
nearer to a greater and greater darkness — nearer and 
nearer to confusion and trouble ; nearer and nearer an 
unblest grave; nearer and nearer the eternal plunge, the dark 
abyss of which can never be fathomed, and the angel-guardian has plead- 
ed; stay, young heart — -stay — and think! Stay, father— the snows of 
Life's winter rest on thy brow; you are swinging in the balances of Time 
and Judgment! Stay, thou who art in the prime of life; you stand the 
connecting link between an everlasting, immovable past and an unending 
futures Let go the treasures of death — if sweet to-day, bitter to-morrow ; 
if happy now, wretched afterward; if sunshiny weather, smooth sailing, 
balmy breezes at present — later, cyclonic blasts, beating billows, hurri- 
canes of tears, regrets, disappointments, heartbreaks, beating the barque, 
ripping the flag of reputation, tearing the rigging of all prospects, bursting 
the side-beams of character, splitting the keel of foundation principles, and 
the whole of the great vessel is wrecked in the gale. Shipwreck for Time, 
and the mortal man goes under ; shipwreck for Eternity, and the soul is 
stranded upon the shores of perdition. 

Did somebody say their Conscience sleeps ? Sleep ! — did you say — 



Voices Calling Us There. 

/JL HEN I would like to remind you that there are voices from Heaven 
^ calling us there. 

How can Heaven seem such a long way off when we have so many 
watching for us at the gate? Surely it is nearer than Greenland's icy 
mountains, or India's coral shores. ; 

When the baby went through the valley, it seemed only a step — in 
fact, so short was the distance that when the Gate of Paradise opened to let 
in the spirit bright, the light fell back upon our tear-stained faces, and some 
of us have never seemed quite to lose it. I have met .several people whose 
countenances have not worn that cold, stern expression since the children 
passed into that warm, kind world, as though some tiny fingers held ajar 
its doors to let a ray of light rest upon those left behind. 

You remember, when you made a very pillow of flowers for the sweet, 
fair face, how real Heaven seemed — how near — so near that you said, as 
you put hot kisses, jewelled with tears, on the still, cold lips, "Mother will 
soon be there, my pretty, mother will soon be there." Can the little voice 
ever cease calling? Can the din of life ever be so great as to drown it? 
Can the photograph of the star-like eyes and the dimpled chin, hung in 
the heart, ever become so dusty and worn with earth's up-hill climbing as 
to hide it ? No ! no I You don't need to find the little shoes, or look at 
the left playthings, or open the drawer where the unused clothes lie. No! 
heartless as the world may be thought, 'I have found that no rumble of 




; WHO CAN FILE: ^ERBLACE? NO MATTER WHO SITS ■ IN THAT CHAIR, IT WILL ALWAYS BE EMPTY!. 



your Conscience sleeping ? How long has it slept ? Can you live in such 
a Christian city and your Conscience sleep,?. Can the church "bells ring 
out— -tan "Rock of Ages" creep through the- stained-glass windows and 
rugged door — can innocence* in the eyes of: the children laugh — and your 
Conscience sleep ? Can there be the continual passing of , the , hearse, 
crowding your cemeteries — and your Conscience never heair the tramp on 
toward another world ? ,, ; . ' "'-,J .' -' 

You may have, gone a long way down on the dark track, 'and your 
heart, which used to be tender and sensitive upon the questions of right aiid 
wrong, become hard and callous, but I am quite confident you have found 
it a cruel, thorny, pricking,, tearing road for the feet. At^eve-ry lu r fn"in 
the decline God has thrown some obstacle in the way— sorrie memory,, 
cutting to the quick, some sjing from the" lash of guilt coming down; upon 1 - 
the shoulders, the heart, the brain, or the home ; some slaughter of a 
treasured virtue, , leaving remorse to sit upon , the throne it used to fill; 
some heart-break; some corpse,' some^ ,,yolcaijav ; of. condemnation to 
be climbed, and Conscience, though crushed and bruised, in the strength 
of its eternal life, has made it harder to go to hell than the cross-shoiilder- 
ing can make it to go to Heaven. , ' .',*../«;•..; 

Oh-, man ! Too great ! too vast ! too truly God-made to bring about 
his own destruction without a -terrible struggle. Man! the masterpiece 
of God's creation : greater than tjie fiarth: longer lived than Time! The 
' stars will fall,, but he will stand — worlds shall be done away with, but he 
will remain-^Eternity is his life-time, God Himself is his Father, and Hea- 
menhis home. ' , 

' > ! >W^ If i fW„, * '■'■■'■■ ' 
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, life's chariot wheels, no thunder-clap of its calamities, no cries of its 
claims, ho moans of its sorrows, can drown the sky-voices. 

Perhaps the, voice which reaches the deeper recesses of many here 
is that of a mother calling. Some thought her gentle pleading tones were 
silenced long ago; that others had filled the. place. There may have been 
things about the world and life that have, appeared to try and crush out 
her memory, but how could they? Whp^or what, could be as her? Could 
.money;,, with all its exacting demands, s'ohard to get, and then we have no 
25c. 'which maj; n ot hold a promissory "in our bankruptcy — can the world 

, jW.ith its best. treasures so .empty — can our friends who have their own in- 

/^teresr^fifst tO'Jpok after— ^can amusements, which always stay behind:; 
^dropped Curtain, or sink" beneath waxed floors — or even the children— 

r * can evejvthe children take her place? 

: * > : At4he close of day they nestle their heads upon our shoulders and 

tell us their troubles; of the doll's eye fallen in, ©r the horse's leg fallen 

\ out, and we wish our mother was here that we might do the same ; tell 

out our troubles as freely — how, some of our pretty things have crumbled, 

and our hopes fallen, just in the same unexpected manner. She always 

•' ; f Tfstene v <l;. always understood; always saw the best side in us., and most 
admired any of our accomplishments; our errings — well, with abundant 
mercy she covered them, and by her tears and entreaties, and often sacri- 
fices,.did her best to heal up the sore places our sins had made. .. 

Who, can fill her place? No matter who sits in that chair, it will 
always be empty ; who strokes back the. curl, from the brow, the touch will 
always be different. The doctor, who was intensely kind, and particularly 



-iii 



■t 



mm 



c* The Christwhs W&r Cry. fe» 



■■:/ 



interested in the case, could not detect the hectic 
flush as soon as she could, neither could dear 
father, who thought the world of his boy, hear 
the cough as quickly It was mother— and, 
believe me, her voice can never be silent. She 
knows your name, and no matter what honors 
were yours, or what changes took place, she 
never called you any other than George, or Eva, 
or Frank, or Alice, and if a thousand people 
said your name at the same moment, you would 
know which voice was mother's. Do you hear 
it calling now ? 

■'"'■'■♦. 

TX E would leave home; he would go! The 
*>/■ . grey-haired mother, with deep furrows in 
the brow, shoulders somewhat rounded, and a 
step which seemed all the steadier for a strong 
arm to lean upon, said with a good deal of 
emotion in her voice, "Well, George, you know 
you said when your father died that you would 
remain with me— anyway, that you would be a 
dutiful son, and do what you could to fill the 
breach." Clearing her throat-— "Perhaps there 
1 is soi3le ? little arrangement I could make," said 
the mother, contemplating new sacrifices she 
could make, and more of her savings she* could 
spend, "to make the city life a Httte* brighter 
for him." But all this lovely thoughtfulness 
was wasted, for the boy would go. Some wild 
fancy filled his brain, and tempted by evil com- 
panions he teffhome for the far ^Tortji-West. 
J ears passed away — heart-break, and the 
riess.offl6£e deferred tugged away at life's 
last tendril, and .one day she said, "I, am dying. 
Is there not some machine into which I can 
' sjfelk, and-I will speak again when I am gone?" 

The- Machine was brought, and she was held 
up on the pillows to talk in the phonograph. 
JEai|e_'vas far spent, and the effort cost her a 
great deal. The, voice was very much broken ; 
the sentences somewhat disconnected, and the 
godless man who. brought the phonograph was 
so moved by the. scene that it was- with some 
difficulty that he wrapped up the cylinder with 
great; .ease, -and left it in the dying woman's 
keeping. Her dying wish was that the record 
should' reacti'the boy. God put an angel's wing 
under it which bore it straight to him. 

A man who was traveling in the far West 
wilh a phonograph, for a living, tells the sequel . 
of the story: , 

"I was giving an exhibition in Arizona, and a 
big^ rough. Ifellow took a great notion to me and 
my , machine. ,Her came and listened to every- 
thing that I had, and paid me several dollars 
at times, an' yet he- didn't seem to care for the 
music. One night he began asking me ques- 
tions about the machine, and after a while he 
asked me if the wax tnings, meaning the re- 
cords," We're all the same size, and would all fit 
my machine. • I told him they were, and he went 
away. -/ , J r 

";The next night he came in .-and iasked me 
if I' would shut the door, and let no one else 
in, for five- dollars. I was a little scared, and 




the macnine talk.' He looked so kind of wistful 
that I agreed to his proposal, and shut and lock- 
ed the door and came back to my machine. Then 
the man opened a box that he had, and there 
were. two phonograph records, carefully packed 
in. He , says : 1 want to hear these/ and handed • 
the box over to me as if he were afraid to 
touch 'enf. One was marked No. i, and I took 
it out and put it on the machine. Then he put ■ 
the tubes to his ears, and I put my tubes, like 
I do, to - see if the machine 1 works right. ' I 
hadn't 'much more than started the motor when 
the machine began to talk. It was a woman's 
voice; and r began by saying: "Tom, my dear, 
dear son, I will not be alive when you come ! 
ho e, and I want to talk to you^ before, I die.' 
I caught on that it was something private then, 
and took the tubes out of my ears, but I couldn't 
help watching my customer; and;.- see the; tears 
runnin' down his face, and in a minute he put 
his head down on the table atn'd I could see him 
shake all over with the sobs, he; wasJtrying to 
keep down. When the cylinder ran down to 
the end he never looked up, but I took the re- 
cord" off- and put on No. 2. When that run our 
he 1 ' was crying like a bahv, and just made a 
motion with his hands for me to put 'em 
through again. 
, '"After ■' I --ud run 'em off five times, he 



got quiet and took the tubes out of his ears. 
Tf I could only talk to^er, too,' he said. 'Who?' 
I asked, 'My mother,' he said. Then I packed 
the two records into a box and he took them 
away. 

"The Salvation Army folks told me after- 
wards that this man had come in to them one 
night and just went up to the bench in front 
and knelt down as if that was what he had 
come for. They prayed with him, and he was 
what they called 'gloriously converted.' They 
said he went right to talkin', tellin* how well 
he'd been brought up, and how he had gone 
wrong and wandered around until he got news 
of his mother's death, and then the box came 
and a message from his mother, which sent 
him round to the Salvation Army. 

"I tell you what! when I think of those two 
records, I feel like taking my machine and join- 
ing the Army, or traveling round getting re- 
cords from folks whose boys, or husbands, or 
brothers have gone away, and then hunting for 
the folks they talked to. I'd rather help to get 
a - feller feeling like he wanted to 'quit his 
meanness,' like Sam Jones says, than to make 
a thousand dollars/' 

OH, what exquisite intermingling of Earth; ? 
and Heaven, Divine and human working 
for the salvation of this man! 

Anybody here praying for a wayward child? 
Don't give up; all Heaven is with you. 

When a heart goes out into the wilderness* 
to find a lost one for the Kingdom, all the love 
of Divinity comes down to show Nature's love 
the way,, and the two meet and join hands, and 
interweave a chain, and to every link of human 
love there are ten thousand links of the Divine, 
until there is no depth of sin and depravity, 
no chasm of heart-break and life-wreck that it 
cannot reach, and reaching, then all the chains 
forged in the furnace of Golgotha agony take 
hold; while' angel ' and seraph, and archangel, 
with one stupendous, Heaven-echoing, 1 Earth- 
reaching, heart-thrilling shout cry: "Up, up, 
up t" and the soul is lifted and saved. 
*. ,Qh, this great limitless; measureless, ever- 
lasting love of -God — sweeping all *:space'; 
covering all differences ; loving all ..sinners ! 
Bring forth all "the ladders of the earth and 
chain them together by immortal band, and yet , 
I cannot climb its heights. Bring forth all, the 
lines, and weight them with the woe which 
broke Christ's heart, and yet I cannot fathom 
its depths. Lend me the six wings of Isaiah's 
seraph,, yet I cannot sweep its circumference. 

Love surpassing understanding ! 

Angels would the mystery scan ; 
Yet so tender .that it reaches 
To the lowest child of man ! 

^^^^^^BS*S^' ; ; - : " hf; ' ■• ' "■!' Li c' , '" , ■ "" "\ "' ; ■■'.- ' ■."..' ■'■■■}- "Ks ■■ ' ■' : v '^&tSffk. 
• I^pve that comes right down from streets ' ; 
of light to the mud-walks of earth, coming to 
find -man in , his depths, that it may v lift him to 
its height, before the shades of eternal night 
swee~ the sky of "his "Day of Grace." 
, The whole world is full of enquiry, "What 



is religion?" Does anyone ask it here? I 
have a quick answer: — It is the love of God 
in the heart, and love will push its way, giving 
the whole life its coloring. So does God's love. 
It runs into everything, and religion is of no 
value unless it can fit into every circumstance 
of life. 

I have no faith in that so-called Christianity 
which is like a best jacket — hanging on the back 
on the Sabbath, and hanging on the door all 
through the week. Beautiful in the pew, but 
useless in the kitchen. Can go with a man to 
church on Sunday, but cannot go to the store 
on Monday in case it interferes with the sale of 
tne goods! No, no! my religion does for Vic- 
toria the Queen, or for Mary the cook. It does 
for the merchant and makes accurate statements 
about his merchandise. It does for the lawyer, 
and keeps him from distorting the truth in the 
presentation of his case. It does for the archi- 
tect, and spreads between the bricks well-tem- 
pered mortar, instead of unslackened lime. It 
gets into the fishmonger's basket and declares 
the value of a true tongue as well as -'fresh 
fish." It does for the wealthy— holds back 
hands of oppression from the poor, and makes 
them to place hands of tender ministration in 
their stead. It fastens in the human breast 
the heart of a Saviour, and makes 

John Howards for the dungeons ; 

Florence Nightingales for the wounded; 

Elizabeth Frys for the prisoners ; 

Shaftesburys for the costers; ■ 

Frances Willards for the defenceless; 

Ministering angels for £he children, and 

William Booths for, the ; down-trodden, op- 
pressed of every land and clime. 

Oh ! my Lord fesus, grant that out of this 
vast crowd here this night some soul may seek 
Thee j some heart shall ask' Thy t forgiveness ;. 
some, feet' that have wandered snail have all 
their wanderings ended ; "some eyes, ■ wearied 
with straining after the things of this world, 
shall catch the light shining from loved, ones' 
faces. And Thy,: dear visfrgexmarred — marred 
for our transgressions, when Thou wast bruised 
for our ... iniquities, f , 'and didst lake ^forTTHee-" 
the chastisement qfour sins in that! dark, dark 
Calvary hour. , Providing our healing by those 
many stripes which smote Thee, in thai mtfls? 
ureless pfean .of torment which beat up, against 
Thy crosslin one' great wrathful, if 'resistible 
surge, tossing over Thy broken body all our,, 
sicknesses cmd griefs, and carrying all our.sbr-. 
rows and sins. • , , - f • 

" Think, O Jesus, for what reason • '* 
Thou didst bear Earths Jp'tie and treason-; 
-ft or me lose in that- dreqdseasfin ; 
Seeking Thee my worn, feet hasted ; 
On the cross Thy soul death tasted ; ., 

, L.,et not all these toils be wasted." . 
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'I COtlLDN-'T HELP WATCHING JjfY CUSTOMER, 
! MiANB SEE THE TEARS RUNKIN^' DOWN-"- IHIS 

FACE." _. '_, .'■ ' . ■ ' " V 
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Faith Leading There. 

/£oHEN I' want to. .point- out to you that Faith 
r^ is the only road by which we can travel 
there. 

'The trades laid down : for the journey to the 
better world are laid exactly upon the same 
principles as those upon which we run the whole 
machinery of this. The principles of trust. 
Stop the faith man has in man, and the whole 
commercial: wheel gives a jerk and halts. = We 
could no more travel by sea. We should have 
no confidence in the shipwrights who laid the 
foundations of the vessel, or the Captain who ! 
walks the bridge at mid-night, or the pilot's 
integrity of character and knowledge "-of the 
rocks to steer us through the " Narrows." 

We should ftp .more travel by 'land. We 
should doubt the" ability of the engine-driver 
to rw'atch < add obey the [Signats; and the signal- 
man tagive itbem at: the 'right time and place, 
and feel quite sure that flames: would be drag- 
ging the "Spies, from our „shoes ; and scorching 
the skin from our faces* , through the old man, 
m k '. that black > greasy box forgetting to put 
sufficient oil on- the wheels: Stores, banks, 
warehouses, factories, institutions of every im- 
aginable description would hang their blinds, 
empty their. rooms, and the whole world; while 
want ; ndv -hunger played the Dea J d March, ; 
would tramp t6 the- funeral 1 of a world's aggres- 
sion." And if trust is the only [means by which ' 
we can come into possession !6f' these natural 
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things which fade and fall, should we 
wonder, or question, or be contused If 
it is only by trust and faith we can 
come into possession of the much 
greater and immortal things ? 

If we can only obtain those things 
which are within our reach by the 
means of faith, should we think: God's 
law hard which makes faith the only 
possible means by which we can ob- 
tain eternal things beyond our reach- 
things out of reach of these mortal 
hands of mine ; things which cannot 
be detected by these dim, mortal eyes ;« 
things over which men In their phil- 
osophical research and impatient peer- 
ings through the gates God has locked, 
so often get into such a terrible black 
confusion, for they are things so in- 
disputably real, and indescribably fair, 
and inexpressibly dear, that they can 
only be seen, reached, and grasped 
BY FAITH? 

A. man I met the other day denied 
God's existence because He, the Cre- 
ator; had withheld from him, the 
creature, the interpretations of some 
mysterious happenings. He made no 
allowance for faith in the Better 
World, although without it he could 
not live in this. 

<8> ■■■:■■. 

FAKfeH, the one link between the 
souH and Truth ; 

FAITH, the most invincible force in 
the kingdom of the mind ; 

FAITH, the chief corner-stone in the 
temple of every virtue ; 

FAITH, the eye that can penetrate 
the ponds and find God in the dark, 
and sees easily and closely existing 
realities which mortal eye cannot foL 
low. y 

FAITH, the hand which can press 
through bewildering trial and every 
opposition and hang on to God's sav- 
ing arm -the soul's burden. 
--'-FAITH, the traveler, which, through 
the path ,of gloom, can trace its way |>yj| 
its own light -reflected from the city 
whither it is bound— "A Better 
World." 

No foundation for the church, no 
salvation for 'the sinner, no solace for 
the dying pillow, . no harbor for the 
sorrow-beaten^ no, father for the or- 
phan. No God, no Christ, no Heaven 
without FAITH. 

Somebody says: Tour definition of 
faith, Miss Booth, is very good, but, is 
faith practicable ? Yes_.| It Is the only 
thing that Is. Feeling, is very good, 
but storms can slay it ; sight is prec- ' 
ions, but mid-night blinds It— but f aith m 
creates its own emotions, and carries 
its own lamp. Thousands have had 
it, exercised it, proved it, and won 
Heaven by it 

LOOK AT THE MARTTBS I 

Oh !. what wondrous, saving, help- 
ing precious faith ! Taking the sharp- 
ness ' out of lions' teeth — taking 
the sting out of furnace flame- 
making durable the torture of thumb-, 
screw and wrenehing-rack. I see 
them, young and fair, In the Spring of- 
life— old, trembling in Its late Winter 
-some say : "I come, Lord Jesus !"— *. 
some : ''Into Thy hands I commit my 
spirit ,!"— some : "Oh ! Lord God of 
Truth, Thou hast redeemed me I" 

Oh, what upholding, comforting, con- 
quering arms are found in this faith- 
making th& weakest mighty, and event 
the children great. 

!'.. > . ■ < ® 

TJX HE huge crowd, of spectators has 
Vil gathered ; the scaffold is lifted ; 
" the hour has come— now the moment, 
and the symmetrical figure of Hugh 
McKail Is clearly outlined in the burn- 
ish of a setting sun, which covers with 
blushes the face of the sky in shame 
for the sceries witnessed. He lifts his 
comely .countenance towards that Hea- 
ven whose brilliant lamp fastens a 
very coronet of gems upon the noble 
brow, depicting ■ breadth, of intellect, 
and throwing up !: his hands, cries : 
"Farewell oh sun, oh moon, on stats ;. 
all earthly delights.'' Then passing 
to the other side of the scaffold, cries; 
with. light of expression as wondrous ; 
as that we shall catch when we step 
Within the city : "Welcome, Father ! 
Welcome, God ! Wellcome, the world's 
Redeemer! Welcome, death;! ,. Wei-' 
come, glory 1" 

Yes, even glory! Was It his hour 
of agony, his hour of shame, or his , 



hour of confusion ? Ten thousand 
voices gone before, and the heart of 
every Christian in this crowd to-night 
shouts : "NO ! IT WAS HIS HOUR * 
OF CORONATION, TRIUMPH, AND 
GLORY!" 

Did Napoleon, with his great record 
of onslaught, slay as many foes with 
one sweep of weapon as this two- 
edged declaration, hurled through the 
jaws of death, did do, and has done ? 
Look at the crowd of unbelievers 
gathered to feast their eyes upon help- 
less agony ; they did not fail to catch 
a glimpse of the glory into which he 
is about to enter ! They are awe- 
struck ! See the wild stare of his 
accusers! Their faces, depicting dia- 
bolical spite, take on an expression of 
questioning wonderment, saying, From 
whence the light that rests upon that 
man's countenance — and upon what 
rock do his feet stand, that they 
tremble not in his martyr-hour ? Why, 
it is the rock of faith supporting— it is 



the battle-field ; faith in a better— a 
million times better— world !" 

The Saints Rewarded There. 

T /. ASTLY, I see in this Better World 
LA it is the sure home. and reward 
for the faithful unto death. We can- 
not help but say that some of God's 
children have a very hard and disap- 
pointing time on earth ; hard toil for 
the hands, sickness for the body, anx- 
iety for the home, patched clothes for 
the back, and, maybe, rejected love 
for the heart ; but all the combined 
powers of the universe cannot keep 
them from the " better country not 
made with hands." 

All the grinding poverty that ever 
crowded a man into a small garget 
down a back alley cannot keep him 
from the mansion prepared for those 
who love Him.* All the sorrows which 
ever tore ihe strings of the human 





(Skb Frontispiece.) 

O room in Bethlehem's crowded inn 

For the Infant Christ to lie; 
Though heralded by shining- ones, 

Who greeted Him from the sky; 
No home threw open its friendly doors 

To welcomes. Saviour born, 
Though heaven rejoiced and angeis sang 

Their praise in the early morn. 
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No room in the inn for the Prince of Peace, 

Thovigh a brilliant moving star 
jAnnotmced His birth on Judaea's plain ; ! 

To those who came from Afar 
To kneel with their offerings at His feet, 

And wprship with gifts and gold 
The Holy Child, in His lowly place, 

By prophets so long foretold. \" 



No room— for He came in humble guise, 
And not -with a gorgeous train 1 

No loyal pageantry or show 
: Ushered His com,ipg to men. 

Opening His' eyes in a manger rude, „ 
Fit prelude of days to come — 

For the birds have warm and cosy nests, 
But the Saviour had no home. 
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, No room for the Christ Who came tgs^ye, 

A world enshrouded in sin; . ; : " , 

No room — how it echoes adowti pie years — 

For the Son ,of God within. 
No room for Him Who brought to man, 

Through the Father's wondrous love, 
The hope of a changeless, better life 

With Hun in a home above. 



No room for Jesus I O can it be 
That]He loved us so much in vain? 

Can 'i We, close our Jiearts to His pleading voice, 

i . While ' He waits, and calls again? • '" . ,. 

No room ? While He listens to hear us speak 
In- response to His loving call, 

Do we is ay, I know Thou wottldst enter in, 
But I htave\no room at all? r 





: O blessed Christ J Xhy mercy and grace 
Are limitless &s the sea; 
Let Thy Spirit iacjine-vs now to say, 

There IS room in my, heart, for Thee ! 
Make room for Jesus ! . to ALU we cry; 

His friendship is, constant and true) 
And, when He gathers His people home, 
He will have a welcome for you. B.A.S. 



the light of , faith smiling ; while he 
cried : "O death;,' where is thy sting ? 
O grave, where is thy victory ?" 

In a recent heated engagement in 
South Africa, while showers of shot 
were flying, a sergeant of marines,^ 
who was also one .of -bur "own soldiers, 
turned to tils comrade ; nnd - said : 
"Timms, if I fall, just'&ink Vm in 
Glory, and meet me there-."? The next 
.moment a death- winged missile from 
the enemy struck him ;down almost 
with the words on his lips. , 

"Oh," I sadd as I read the .account, 
"how beautiful' !" 

" What; beautiful, Commissioner ?" 
asked one near by me. 

'"Faith;"- 1 -replied, "faith in the 
blood of the Lamb washing, away his 
sins ; faith in the present-time relig- 
f ion ,;,, faith in the promise of the Bible; 
faith' in God the, Father ; faith mak- 
ing ihe plains of Heaven one step from 




heart cannot hold back the 
spirit from the jubilancy of 
the Marriage Supper of the 
Lamb. A! the devils' which were 
ever permitted to attack the soul can- 
not rob it of one thrill of the captivat- 
. iug- joy. which will possess it in that 
land;. There will be no feet so weary 
with life's travels as to miss their 
footing in the portals, and- no eyes so 
dim with long watching as to escape 
any of the .brilliancy ablaze on Jesu's 
face. In this world there are com- 
paratively few positions of honor— out 
of the great majority of wrestling 
humanity, the great minority climb up 
to fill them, but when the numberless 
multitudes pass into the city,' there 
will be no rivalry— a«* throne for each, 
a crown for each, the royal robe for 
each, and for each their abundant and 
promised reward ; compensating for 
every loss, every tear, and every sac- 
rifice. 
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£7 FRENCH ship had been beating 
)A for long months amidst those 
sudden storms of the Southern Seas. 
One morning there came a cry: "Land! 
Land !" Passengers rushed on deck, 
crew rushed on deck ; the worn coun- 
tenance of the captain took on a won- 
derful light, but the outlines were so 
vague, and the uncertainty made the 
hours as days. Was it land ?— If so, 
what land Y— Was it France ?— Could 
it be France, or was it a strange coun- 
try ? After much straining of eyes, 
and the exhausting of the arm muscles 
holding sea-glasses, there burst 
through the vessel a shout which 
tingled the ears of the smallest cabin 
boy. " France ! France !r— It is 
France !" So it will be with us after 
the beating on the seas of life, after 
passing through the narrows oftdeath, 
the cry will not be France, but Hea- 
ven ! Heaven ! HEAVEN 1, ; . ; 

Closed are those gates tP all strife 
and sorrow ! . > v 

The widow throws off her widow- 
hood, in the bliss of an everlasting 
re-union. -',l' ? 

Parents cry, "No more suspense ! I 
see the children coming down the 
bank." 

The orphans, no more loneliness and 
weeping, "There Is mother ■! and dear 
father !" 

No more hunger— no more death— no 
more tears— no more parting— no more 
grave-opening— no more heart-string 
tearing— it is Heaven ! Heaven— the 
Heaven promised the righteous, Hea- 
ven the home of the pure, Heaven— 
THE BETTER WORLD 1. 

Can you not catch something of the 
glory, as through portals of streaming 
light and interlacing garlands of fade- 
less beauty, and outspread wing;, of 
glistening angel, there passes the num- 
berless procession of the crjijss- 
bearers, the redeemed by the 
Blood, the blessera of tthe 
poor, the upholders of truth, the 
; watchers by the sick, the seekers "for 
the needy, the declarers of righteous- 
ness from pulpit, street corner, 
and platform, -info their immortal 

hOme i ^ ' • " [ * H : - ■ '■ .::j^., : '."- "". 'i 

IT IS ;HEA¥EN^~-~-,l,_ 



Heaven ablaze with the brightest light 
which ever shone, aspray with 
the pearliest fountains ever show- 
ered ; ablush , with the finest 
flowers ever created, and a- 
ring with the hosannas of ?the 
redeemed. The sweetest music which 
could reach the ear, or thrill the heart 
of God. Oh ! it is Heaven^MY 
HOME— the home of the sinallest and 
humblest in this vast crowd, if 
their feet are oh the road leading 
there. ■'■'■ /. ' : "; -•'■■■".■■ 

I INVITE YOU TO THIS COUN- 
TRY. Come, start to-night— start 
now ! Cast your sins upon Jesus ! 
Lay the heavy burden down upon His 
bruised and broken body. The nail- 
spiked hands are out toward you I 
Come ! come ! let us see you ...come 
away out of the darkness of guilt and 
unbelief, and start for the golden 
shores of this Happy Land. 

Yes! I see someone is coming— 
that mother. The children are there, 
and she must meet them. That father 
is now wrenching away from the 
chains holding him down to ruin— the 
wife went on some time back, and he 
promised to follow her with the little 
ones. Yes, here to-night there is go- 
ing to be a great turning of faces to- 
wards "Thy Gates, O Jerusalem." A 
great leaping from, the waters of sin, 
wreck and death into the Gospel ship 
for Heaven.. 

t <$> ., 

tJ LITTLE girl was dying. A loving 
y A mother watched by her side. For 
some time the child had not spoken, 
when an indescribable light broke up- 
on the death-marked face, and the 
mother asked : "What is It, that you 

•see, Kitty— what is it, my child, that 

|you see ?" . , , 

* "Oh, mother! Thousands— thous- 

.ands-^aiai in white— oh, mother ! 
Light— crowns— Christ— Heaven !" and 
one flash of glory from the opening 
and closing Gates, and the spirit fled, 
sealing for ever the., mortal lips with 
that one word, embracing all the bliss 
and brilliancy of that Celestial Land— 



•rv : 



«ii 



Hi 
I:; 




^ 



"l! 




mm 



mm 




e^ The Christwhs WaR Cry. &» 





ROTHERS 



iSH 



A Tragic Tafe 
of the Yukon, , 

By ADJT. F. MORRIS. 

JT-'WAS Christmas Day, and, in keep- 
1 ing with their usual custom, the 

members of the family of B had 

gathered at the old homestead to 
spend their Christmastide. There was 
a certain tinge of sadness in this par- 
ticular festivity, as plans some of 
them had laid for the coming year 
made it improbable that all would 
meet again. Indeed, this was very 
unlikely, as both parents were nearing 
the "three score years and ten." There 
were but two boys in the family, Bert 
and Ned. 

Bert, the eldest, had devoured the 
papers' thrilling accounts of fabulous 
wealth discovered in the Klondike. 
He had made up his mind that, as 
soon as Spring came, he would be off. 
In fact, it might be added that Bert, 
of late years, had seen little of home, 
having roamed through the States 
from one end to the other. 

On the other hand, his brother Ned 
had never been but a few miles from 
home. Somehow, he felt it his partic- 
ular duty* though the younger of the 
two, to stay with, the old folks, and 
endeavor to make their last days as 
pleasant and as comfortable as pos- 
sible. But since Bert's home-coming 
this Christmas, his mind had under- 
gone a change, as his brother had 
poured into his, ears stories of the 
wealth found in the golden creeks of 
the North. Bert explained how, in a 
few short days, one might be lifted 
from poverty to great prosperity, so 
that it is not to be wondered that 
Ned's head, for the time, was turned, 
and at the earnest persuasion of his 
brother, determined" to leave the old 
home for a time, and accompany him 
the f allowing Spring to the Klondike, 
both assuring the aged parents that 
in a few short months they woulu" re- 
turn in a much better position, finan- 
cially, to make their remaining days 
full of joy. 

It was on a May day that the two 
young men waved their handkerchiefs 
out of the ear window to the old 
couple who stood straining their eyes, 
bedimmed with tears, to catch a last 
glimpse of their boys' faces. Then 
the poor, broken-hearted old man, >:t , 
and his wife Ranging on his arm, 
wended their way homeward to pine 
for those for whom - their love knew 
no bounds, and eagerly watched fori 
their-return. _...■_ >«,«■ J, -jr- 

All went well with Bert and Ned 
until they reached the Coast, when 
they immediately boarded an over- 
crowded steamer for St Michael, in- 
tending to push up the Yukon from 
that point and reach the gold fields 
before the winter set in. But they 
were delayed by storms ; at times it 
seemed as if the .vessel would never 
reach the harbor — the waves 
rose mountains high, and the 
stout ship, seemed but a shell, 
cast hither, and thither by the 
angry waves of the sea. Men who, 
but a fow moments before, were using 
^curses Vile, now prayed fOr His hand 
to be stretched forth and calm the 
storm. • The tempestuous billows de- 
layed the boat, which reached St. > 
Michael so : late in the season, that 
navigation,,- up the river had ceased. 

Bert and iSfed, in their desperation 
to reach « land of treasures before 
all the clainis 'were staked, decided .^.o 
fine a»t up the river^The suffer 
ng and privation this entailed cannot 
be described to those unaccustomed to, 
such ,a life of hardship: 'Days, nay, 
weeks,,pa,ssed 'by, and .still'they were 
far from their journey's end. The, 
thermometer then lowered to .many 
degrees below zero, and the river filled, 
with- ice, so that it was no longer pos- 
sible to navigate. Both at the time- 
being strong, they decided to fill in 
a few weeltrunll the slush ice formed 
a solid body, by the profitable occupa- 



tion of wood-chopping, and sell later to 
the boats which ply up and down the 
river while navigation is open. 

They were succeeding very nicely 
until -Ned began to sicken, and then 
came the long, lonely watch of Bert, 
and his mad endeavor to save the life 
of his brother, who lingered through 
that long, dark, cold winter. . ^o one 
passed that way, and the sadness of 
the experience of those two alone in 
the Arctic woods can never be des- 
cribed. At length Bert, in his desper- 
ation, decided to drag Ned on a sled 
to a cabin some twenty miles distant, 
where a man lived who knew some- 
thing about medicine. Although this 
distance was covered twice, no good 
resulted, and Ned weakened day by 
day, and Christmas found them in this 
solitary condition, with Bert endeavor- 
ing to fan the smalll spark of life 
which yet remained. 

The lonely and sorrowful watch 
continued until navigation was about 
to open the following Spring, when 
hope was rekindled by the passing of 
a boat ploughing its way up the river. 
Immediately Bert endeavored to hail 
it with a white handkerchief stretched 
on a long pole, but the boat passed on. 
A few days afterwards another came 
by, but the captain of the vessel in 
this instance was so brutal as to re- 
fuse to take the sick man aboard, giv- 
ing as his reason that he did not wish 
him to die on his boat It was only 
a few days later that Bert watched 
sadly beside the dying couch of Ned, 
and with an agonized heart closed the 
eyes of his parents' youngest child and 
his only brother. Death, from a human 
standpoint, when it snatches those 
we love from our side under the most 
favorable conditions, is sad enough ; 
but under such circumstances as these 
it is something heart-rending. 

Bertf after this terrible blow, did not 
care What became of him. He hardly 




RE PHANTOM 
AT THE FEAST, 

(A Leg-end.) 



By STAFF-CAPT. PAGE. 

THE centuries were not yet in their 
'teens. Outside, earth's table was 
spread with a fair white cloth, within 
a snowy background supported the 
substantial viands of the feast of Noel-. 
Nothing was wanting to justify the 
title, " An old-fashioned Christmas." 
From the grinning boar's head, fore- 
shadow of the 19th. century sacri- 
ficial turkey, to the flowing wassail 
bowl, everything was in keeping with 
those classic and civilized celebrations 
of Christmas— eating and drinking. 
At the old-time excesses, our 
more refined savagery lifts up 
holy hands of . horror, yet our 
forefathers were not half so fool- 
ish as we think them— perhaps less so 
than some of their more enlightened 
descendants. 

Maybe some dawning of the incon- 
gruous merriment with the sacred , 
memory flitted through the mind of 
the child Osburgha, who sat in one 
of the mullioned windows spelling out 
the story of the shepherds from the 
parchment Gospel. 

" 'Gold, frankincense, and myrrh'— 
strange gifts for Christmas-time. I 
wonder they didn't kill one of their 
sheep and cook it— father would have. 
But I don't think father gave Him 
anything. Oh, how I wish I could tell 
Him how glad I am He came to live 
and die for a little maid like me." 
And the child's big eyes filled with 
big tears, for the story of the manger 
and the cross had taken deep ana ten- 
der hold of the little heart. 




knew, in- his dazed condition, where 
he went, or what he was doing, but 
somehow he managed to scramble into 
Dawson about the beginning of the 
following winter. He had roamed 
about in the vicinity of the city en- 
deavoring to find work, but had been 
unsuccessful. It was while away on 
one of these expeditions up the creeks 
with a heavy heart, that the last few 
bits of things he possessed in the 
world, in the way of a tent, blankets, 
and a few cooking utensils, were so 
heartlessly stolen from him. He had 
left his tent, with his little belongings, 
on a vacant plot of ground in Dawson, 
returning a few days later to find 
everything gone. 

At the conclusion of one of our little 
meetings in Dawson, Bert's sad and 
exceptional tale was told to one of 
our Army officers, whose heart, for him 
was brimful of love [and compassion. 
The dear fellow was taken to the 
,. Shelter, and all that hearts, actuated 
by divine compassion, could, do was 
done. Food was provided and he was 
tenderly looked after, and his CMlst- 
mas of '99 was made the happier as 
he shared the sumptuous dinner pror, 1 
vided for a hundred and more Of Daw- 
son's poorest Later on in the 1 little 
hall, that Christmas night;" Bert testi- 
fied to the saving grace of God. 

■■■■ !:■■ '•'■'■■'■ :.* *' ;* ■ ■■; * .,,.■ 

This summer Bert himself was taken, 
■* ill witn typhoid-fe^er, in that 'far-off 
' region: Some Weeks ' ago all that was 
mortal was laid to rest in the ice- 
locked soil ; but, thanks be to God, 
there is every teasoh. to. ib^lievfe that 
^Bert! $*$$$*$&, *jStff : ;palnis of ' y'ictbry* 
in that land wher^\c©^fp3 heartache 
anol privation are unknown, for Bert's 
Christmastide wttl 1 be spent in Hea- 
ven. 



< Meanwhile the feast had begun. One 
by one the great dishes were brought 
, in by attendant serfs, and quickly 
carved. Feats of rapid despatch were 
executed While the brimming flagons 
refilled glasses lifted high to pledge 
;each other' in the "Fiiletide toasts. 
Merriment was at its height— -Jests 
went the round— every face was smil- 
ing—every laugh was ringing. 

"Say, father," said one of the younger 
knights, leaning forward to address 
the jovial-faced family confessor, 
whose cassock and cowl in no sense 
prohibited him from joining in the fun 
to the full, "could'st thou not manage 
to arrange two Noels in thy calendar \ 
Such a scheme would merit thee thy 
canonization." 

"Nay, Sir Bertie," laughed the priest, 

"be not too hasty in thy wish to 

double the festivals of the Holy 

Church. For if thou could'st have two 

feasts of Noel, thou must also h|Lve 

two Lenten feasts." 

- "And that my knight could hardly 

Jive through," smiled the fair lady at 

-Bertie's side. . "Thou wouldst serve us 

better, father, if thou didst away with 

/that grave and-; doleful season alto- 

* gether. In faith, I never feel less 

likely to take the veil than at Easter. 

Surely' it recommends thy religion but 

little to- speak of such sad things as 

death., 'Twere better to do away with 

' the tragic \ tale of a murdered Christ 

—the story of an Infant Saviour is 

easier ,-to -understand:" 

Whatever the priest's answer might 
have been, it was forestalled-.- An ex- 
cited little figure sprang to the table, 
and a snrill childish treble, ex- 
claimed : 

"Do -'way with Jesus on the cross— 

oh, you can't want it: It would make 

■ me so unhappy to think that Jesus 



never died. We wouldn't have; any 
heaven, or anything. Oh, I'm "quite 
sure He wouldn't have come to live 
for us, if He hadn't come to die." 

The priest looked down gravely at 
the earnest little face uttering the big 
theological truths in such baby fash- 
ion. But those were days when child- 
ren were not permitted to speak with 
their elders, and a chorus of derision 
and mockery caught up Osburgha's 
words. 

"Come, come," exclaimed the jovial 
host, looking down his excited oinner- 
table, "what is all this fuss about 
fasting ? " A truce to such gloomy 
forebodings. Fill up your glasses, 
knights and ladies. Lent is a long 
way off. Let us appreciate the good 
things the gods send us (Sir Wul- 
trie's Christianity was of recent date). 
To-day you may eat and drink your 
fill—aye, more if you care— and the 
Church will smile." 

And amid the hubbub of hilarity 
which followed, the child was hustled 
back to the window by her mother, 
with a warning not to think of or 
speak of such things which she was 
too young to understand. 

For hours the feast went on. Those 
were the bad old days, when to get 
drunk on state occasions was consid- 
ered quite in keeping with the knightly 
spurs, and as the time for the welcome 
carol of Christmas Day drew nigh, the 
celebration had become a carousal. 

The hour of mid-night struck, and 
. the priest, with lighted candle, accord- 
ing to custom, led the way to the door. 
The lords who were sleeping awoke, 
the ladies who were gossipping hushed 
their chattering, the serfs who were 
quarreling ceased to mutter, for the 
welcome to the Christ-child. As the 
minstrels struck up the weird chant, 
the castle portal swung on its hinges, 
and the calm moon-light peered in up- 
on the flushed faces of the revelers, 
whose giddy merriment seemed in 
strange contrast to the stately serenity 
of the night 

"Noel, Noel, Noel," rang out the 
refrain. With the last note the cerer 
mony ended, and the company rushed 
back to the lighted interior, as if glad 
to escape the reminder of the sacred 
event which their revelry was sup- 
posed to commemorate. 

"A last glass, sir knights, before the 
dawn breaks," said Sir Wulfric, fling- 
ing open the hanquetting door. But 
no one entered. 

A Presence was There. 

At the head* of the festive board, 
still covered with the remains of the 
night's feast, the lord of the castle's 
place was taken by One, Whose 
form* though ethereal as a shadow, 
changed the whole aspect of the room. 
What had looked resplendent now ap^ 
peared tawdry— -the emptied flagons, 
the wine-stains on the cloth; and the 
wine-traces on the drunken faces, the 
gaudy gowns and jewels, stood out as 
if distorted by contrast with, the ma- 
jestic purity of that silent Figure.' 

The Face, thorn-crowned and worn, 
was turned towards the horror-strick- 
en group in the doorway, with a 
glance of Ineffable sadness, hut the 
hand with the great nall-teax in the 
palm was outstretched towards the 
mullioned window, , where the little 
child still had her place. For a few 
short seconds that pale, tender glance 
looked oh the people^and then-^-was 
■- not .v 1 
., "It was a phantom," screamed what 
ladies had not fainted. 

"A spectre," echoed the knights. 

"The saints preserve us^" murmured 
'the priest, "it was. the Shadow of 
Easter." ':>■■■ 

Only the little O sburgha, said : 

"It was the Lord." 
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THE quaint old building in whose custody 
is entrusted one of the treasures of the 
world of sublime thing's, is situate about 
half an hour's climb from the medieval 
town resting at the base of the mountains on 
which the monastery is built. This mountain 
may be described as a steep cliff projecting 
from the Alpine range; and the interpretation 
of the name of this pilgrim resort — Madonna 
del Sasso— is "Lady of our Rock." Though 
the distance was short, it seemed possible that 
we might be compelled to abandon the pursuit 
after the object of our quest— the great picture 
by Ciseri. The sun blazed relentlessly upon us 
from a glorious Italian sky, though happily our 
attention was somewhat diverted by the scenery 
around and below us— which was charming 
beyond description. When about half way up 
the mountain, we looked back upon 'the town of 
Locarno, and its beautiful lake of lovely green, 
which, shimmering in the brilliant sunlight, and 
in the rich setting afforded by the valley carved 
out between the mountains, looked like ah em- 
erald dropped from the skies. 

After a series of rests, and fruitless efforts 
to cool ourselves by absorbing streams of per- 
spiration in our handkerchiefs, we at last reach- 
ed the steps of the monastery. The scene below 
—and which I have already attempted to des- 
cribe— was increased infinitely by the view af- 
forded from the porticos' of- this twelfth cen- 
tury building. Looking back over the steep 
pathway we had just climbed — and which was 
Wide enough to use as a carriage drive— were 
posts, which showed where heavy gates had 
hung,, suggesting that in centuries past, before 
science had penetrated the strongest part of the 
mighty Alps and sent fire and steam through 
them, it had been a shelter, or retreat, of some 
kind. An extract from the guide book states : 
"The situation of Locarno is especially 
charming, and elicits, at once, an exclamation, 
of delight, as the blue waters of the lake come 
in sight Sheltered from the northern winds, 
by the over-hanging hamlet-dotted mountains, 
with the mirror-like surface of the lake before, 
and a wealth of magnolias, laurels, and chest- 
nuts about it, Locarno invariably charms and 
fascinates the arriving stranger. . To obtain an 
excellent view of the entire surroundings, one 
should ascend to the pilgrim church of 'the 
Madonna del Sasso, standing on a wooded cliff 
above the town, and containing a painting by 
Ciseri, representing the Procession to the 
TotmV i ' 

'." Possibly, too, some of the followers of the 
Assissi may have traversed that same path, in 
the days when the soul of Francis still lived in 
his followers — but which, all too soon, was 
slain by a deadly asceticism-^until about all 
that remains of what was once a mighty, throb- 
bing, fiery influence is a mere inanirhate .ex- 
ternal semblance. ; - 
, , As a spiritual narcotic, it is difficult to decide 
by the standard of history which is the more 
destructive to a pure and aggressive religion-— 
asceticism or worldliness. 

The Picture. 

Turning from the splendid scenery in which 
our spirits had fairly revelled, we now ascended 
the steps in keen anticipation of finding -the 
object of our efforts — the picture by the modern 
Italian master, representing and known as' 
" Ihe Procession to the Tomb." ./Tire tranquilly 
ity of the place, and a worshipper here and 
there, seemed to give a sacredness to it. We 
walked softly, and soon found ourselves stand- 1 
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ing before a shrine over which hung, enclosed 
in a gold-covered frame— the picture. As my 
eyes rested upon that magnificent product of 
the painter's brain and brush, my soul was 
moved in sublime emotion. How long we gazed 
— my comrade and I-r-motionless, and in 
silence, I cannot tell, but those minutes passed 
as a dream, though the impression made upon 
my mind and heart will never be forgotten. 

Some of Its Lessons. 

Having recovered from the first thrill occas- 
ioned by this elegant production (the value of 
which may be judged by the fact that an offer 
of $80,000 has been refused for it), I sat down 
to further contemplate its beauty. Soon I 
found my mind wrapped in a serious study of 
some of the practical lessons it taught. Only 
seven figures— only seven soldiers— to stick to 
the finish. I think of the crowd He has healed 
of physical and spiritual diseases and infirmities 
—and also those He called to take their stand 
bencth His colors. Yes! there ys Joseph of 
Arimathea, and Nicodemus supporting the feet 
by means of the winding sheet. May we not 
have expected that Peter, who had, but a few 
days before, declared he would die for his Lord, 
'- -would be one of the foremost to perform last 
honors to the One Who had conferred such 
blessings upon him ? There is John supporting 
the upper part of the body, and then the four 
women following behind. Only sejen out of 
the crowd! 

WHERE ARE THE OTHERS? - 

Surely tliere is a duty in this supremely 
solemn hour for each of His followers to per- 
form! and surely a place in that pathetic pro- 
cession for each to occupy 1 The Bible gives 1 a 
concise explanation-— -"They followed afar off." 
That statement has always sounded like a gentle 
reproof to the cowardice of those who had been 
particular recipients of His blessings— -while He 
was with them. But the real trait of cowardice 
seemed to stand out more prominently as I med- 
itated upon that picture, and I considered how 
few out of the many who professed to be His 
followers^-His soldiers— really stood by Him to 
the finish; v r 

What 'Volumes that thin procession speaks! 
What a record of desertion— of weakness— -of 



timidity — of fear — of shame — of ingratitude, 
and all the ingredients that go to demonstrate 
the absence of such qualities as constitute hero- 
ism and gallantry. 

History Repeats Itself. 

But — halt! Let us not too quickly condermi 
that little band of which He Himself had been 
the Leader. They had received a sudden shock. 
Events quite the opposite of what they had an- 
ticipated had transpired, and they were more or 
less dazed. The picture which was outlining 
the Divine plan was as yet unintelligible and 
without perspective. How much better would 
we have done than they? How much better 
would you have done? Having all the advant- 
age of the finished picture, with its true per- 
spective, as given in an open Bible, and the light 
and teaching of nearly 2,000 years — how much 
better are you doing than they? 

There is the same procession to-day. The 
same enemies — the same cowards — the same 
fighters. Though living under different condi- 
tions, that procession is as real at this hour as 
in that in which the few faithful warriors car- 
ried His body to its rocky sepulchre. We see 
there were those who followed Him for the 
blessings they could get — and some were sin- 
cere, too — yet could not stand the contempt, 
ridicule, and fierce opposition which, in the 
nature of things— seeing Christianity is in di- 
rect combat with the spirit of the world— is 
necessarily a part of the cross. So it is to-day. 
While Christianity is popular, and the crowds 
cry " Hosanna !"— oh, what enthusiasm— what 
singing— "what a delightful minister we have" 
— "how nice to be a Salvationist," and so on. 
But when tne 1 eclat has subsided, and the popu- 
lar feeling is reversed, so the crowd gets 
smaller, and the winnowing process begins — -the 
cowards go — the self-seekers go — the worldly- 
minded go— tlie weak-kneed go— the kid-gloved 
religionists,' renowned for scrupulously-refined 
tastes, and esthetic predilections, go — and the 
host of devotees of a ~dead religion, and pedan- 
tic formalists go. Why — who are left? That 
handful yonder. What, that' "all '~out~of~thfe- 
crowd? Yes! History repeats itself . The few 
are the "regulars," the many the " irregulars." 
The few are the real front rank fighters, the 
many the faltering, timid, hesitating, half- 
hearted camp followers— "following afar off." 

Where are You ? 

We have looked at -the great picture of 
Locarno, and have followed its gradual enlarge- 
ment u-n to the present moment. We have stud- 
ied its front-rank warriors, and the story it tells 
regarding the "absentees." You say you love 
Hihi, and follow Him? Where is your place? 
Ah, yes, you are there— at the church service, 
or Army meetings, at its various ceremonies, 
social functions, and so on— good. You con- 
tribute to the fuhcls, and are interested in the 

Wdrk— VERY GOOD. 
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Ah ! What is this ? Why this unsteadiness ? 
A rabble ? — fierce persecution ? — an onslaught ? 
— scenes of Gethsemane or Calvary? No ! 
Why this panic, then f 

Backslidings— jealousy— selfishness — slight- 
ed — looking after Number One — worldly desires 
— fear— shame—envy— malice — evil tempers — 
and several other influences, taking the form of 
demons, inspire disloyalty and cowardice, and 
cause wholesale desertions in the hour when He 
is most in need of His troops. Why — your 
place is vacant !— gone with the crowd I— a poor, 
wavering, cowardly camp follower. It may 
seem easy to stampede with the majority, and 
may afford a momentary satisfaction to think 
you are on the popular side, but you can never 
know the sublime enthusiasm that thrills .the 
soul of the true warrior of Him Who has 
called you, and Who ever leads His warriors to 
certain victory. 

Oh, fellow-comrade in the Army of the great 
church militant, let the waverings of the past 
die with the season, and as we stand on the 
threshold of another year, let His love inspire 
you to take your stand beneath His glorious 
colors with that unflinching determination that 
will put you in your right place, and ensure that 
our Great Captain will know where to find you, 
and be able to depend upon you to the finish. 
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Chapter I. 
Scotch Soil* 

HE heart of a Scotchman is 
accepted, almost the world 
over, as being "good soil." 
Someone has said, " ; A 
Scotchman who is good is 
good, but a Scotchman who 
is bad is a d — — ." Be that 
as it may, there is scarcely 
a commercial, political, nav- 
al, or military organization, a philanthropic, 
educational, or temperance society, a mission, 
church, or religious community of any pro- 
minence or popularity, which does not possess 
as one of its important, if not its chief 
factor, some valuable contribution of Scotch 
blood, and scarcely has there been a battle 
of any significance, much less a victory of 
any moment, won by any of the above-men- 
tioned organizations, societies or communities 
unless immediately in, or near, its front ranks 
was found an element of Scotch enterprise, 
Scotch shrewdness, and Scotch valor. a 

Who but a Scotchman could bring the Colony 
of Newfoundland into such commercial activity , 
and prosperity as that indicated since the hatitlj 
of " Reid " has been placed upon its resources .? 
Who but. a John Macdonald could. command 
and hold the balance of Canadian political power 
for so many as eighteen consecutive years ? 

Who can better appreciate than the Britisn 
Army in South Africa the daring unconquerable 
Scotch regiments? ' _ _ ■ 

Where' would the Presbyterian Church be 
without that Scotchman, John Knox ?. 

Prominent, too, among our officers, soldiers, 
and supporters are many able, generous; and 
reliable Scotchmen/ It is not the easiest task 
in the world to get a Scotchman converted. You 
arc not likely to accomplish that, even by the; 
race of God'; until "Donald " has first looked 
at all sides of the question, and is himself con- 



vinced that it is " the richt thing." He is not 
to be chan ed from his own natural course, ..sin- 
ful and wicked though it be, by a few emotional 
or sensational feelings, for, of all men in crea- 
tion, it must be said that': 

n A Scotchman convinced against his will 
Is of the same opinion still." 

No, it is the Scotchman's will fou have to get 
at It may aid you to hold his attention and 
interest, to work upon his sympathy and feel^ 
ings, but that does not count for much if you 
do not move his will. When once convinced; 
however, the Scotchman coming over to your 
side gives you his hand, his pledge, his heart- 
he is there to stay. What power in this world, 
or in the world below, is there J;hat can then 
daunt or overthrow him? To get a genuine 
Scotchman soundly converted and sanctified to 
God's will and service, therefore, is a good asset 
to the Redeemer's Kingdom, 

The young Scot who forms the subject of, 
this article, and who ultimately became the 
Army's prairie plucking, was reared principally 
at, or near, Fergus, Ontario, He had received 
strict religious training and was ambitious for 
ministerial or missionary enterprise,' which am- 
bition he consistently fostered until one day it 
was ruthlessly diverted ; from such a worthy 
channel to tha'tof a, more worldly course as the 
result of watching the progress of an athletic 
competition. Nothing ir could now gratify his 
ambition but to become an athletic expert. His 
religious ambition had' been formed by a no 
stronger power than : human passion, and the 
latter aim appealing the "more powerfully to his 
human nature, the former soon became a thing 
of- the past, so he drifted into, sin, and, later,, 
left home;- '' :, ■ .,',..,. 

•* * ** * : '" ^fe» \,\', ,i* 

Jt was a bleak, cold day m^l^bruary, J ^2, in 
the City of Winnipeg, when the young harness- 
maker, Sent jby the firm * with whom -fie was, then 
associatedr— that of the E., F:'. Hatchings, $19 
Main Street— to the Salvation. Army' Provincial 
Headquarters, on Ross Street, to correct an 



error in an account which that firm had render- 
ed for saddles, etc., it had supplied Jie Army's 
outriders in the mountains of B C. When a 
Scotchman's warm nature gets " fired up "and 
he becomes mad, something has to fly. The 
young harness-maker was nearly frozen as he 
prowled about Ross Street for some length of 
time to find the desired spot. The frost had 
two effects. It made the Scotchman's body cold 
— icy cold ; it made the Scotchman's temper 
hot — red hot The stiff penetrating breeze 
fanned the flame. Hatred for the Army which 
sparkled in his breast supplied the fuel, and 
when! eventually his eye caught the words, 
"Prepare to meet thy God," "Where will you 
spend eternity?" — the only decoration which a- 
dorned the window of the Provincial Office- 
there was a mighty strange blending of North- 
West cold and Scotch heat in the frame of the 
young harness-maker. 

His religion was that of Scotch Presbyterian, 
and he had too much reverence for it to be able 
to respect the more crude and irregular method 
of Army worship. He possessed a decent 
amount of self-control, however,- and managed, 
though with a heavy strain, to effect his duties 
With the Army secretary. But on his way back 
to his business house the real soil of the young 
man's heart was made manifest, for with the 
plough of these corhbined circumstances, it had 
received a complete turning over, and could 
now do no other than to Mow its true condition. 
The venom of one memory brewed and foamed 
within him. He had been to the Army once, 
as the outcome of which he had asked himself, 
" What are they but a pack of f— s ?" When 
in that Army meeting the manner and pro- 
cedure 5 Of the Salvationists so riled him that he 
could no. longer contain his self-control, and it 
was only the firm threat of Sergt. Hobbs to 
" throw him out if he didn't behave himself " 
that kept him anywhere near the line. This 
incident was hard to forget, in fact it would not 
be forgotten. Nor did those absurd texts in 
the Army's window add to his comfort. They 
were as a set of harrows, full of nasty snags, 
tearing through the already ploughed-up soil 
of his aggravated nature, and when finally he 
reached 519 Main Street, and was made all 
sorts of fun of by " the boys.'' in the employ 
of the Hutchings firm, the flame of passion 
reached the degree of white heat, and the Army, 
the accountant/ the Provincial Officers, the 
weather, and all concerned, were sent down to 
— a' warmer place — in pretty straight arid' strong 
language. 

; Prairie soil is noted for three things : For 
its color — blackness ; for its depth ; and for its 
richness; or, in other words, its ability to bear 
a heavy crop of whatsoever kind of wheat you 
may choose to scatter upon its surface. 

(Continued 'on page 26.) 
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JAPAN, who astonished the 
world by its phenomenal de- 
velopment -when it opened 
its ports to foreign com- 
mense and adopted Western 
civilization, has ever since 
been a country of more than extraor- 
dinary interest to the white race. 1 In 
extent, it is a trifle (larger than Great 
Britain and Ireland ; its population is 
about the same. The Japanese are an 
■"««— — enterprising race ; intelligent, quiet to 
learn and to imitate. The Japanese 
army and navy, in organization and 
efficiency, ranks among the first of the 
world. 

The Salvation Army has met with 
considerable success in the Land of the 
Rising Sun. Of course, the difficulties 
of operation in a country whose people 
are practically ignorant of Christian 
ideas, history, and teaching, are ex- 
ceptional A brief sketch of the pres- 
ent condition of our Army, and its 
prospects, has been forwarded to us 
by Colonel Bullard, the present Com- 
missioner of the Army in Japan ; we 
give herewith his summary : 
*■ * * * 

tm _^^-^^^Xkf^- are simply charmed with the 
"""""^ VV country, and still more deligjhtef 

I with the people, although we have 

j only been here seven months, and our 

1 experience during the few months that 

I we have been here has raised our 

I . hopes very high for the future. . 

I In the forward movement of the Em- 

pire, as may be expected, the Salva- 
tion Army is not behind. 

The number of OFFICERS is steadily 
increasing month by month, and for 
courage, devotion, and loyalty to the 
Flag, they will favorably compare 
with their comrades in any part" of 
the world. This has been particularly 
evidenced during the past two rnonths 
by their, daring enterprise in attacking 
the haunts of vice. 



We have at pres- 
ent three Districts, 
one under the com- 
mand of Adjutant 
Newcomb, who 
was for several 
years in China, 
and whose sister 
was . massacred 

there two or 'three years ago, while 
two other -sisters are stiU there brav- 
ing the danger^, and unwilling to leave 
their people at this time of trouble, 
.Ensign Robsoh, an Australian, is an- 
other D. O., while Cap! Yabuki, a 
very successful Japanese officer, is in 
charge of . the Training Home and 
Training Home District. We now 
have a total of 67 officers, and 14 
corps, also a number of outposts. In 
addition, we also have 50 commission- 
ed Local Officers. 

SOLDIER-MAKING is a difficult 
work, "nevertheless we are advancing, 
•and our soldiers are a splendid lot. 
They deflight in uniform and in the 
most thoroughly aggressive Salvation 
Army methods. To fight the after- 
meeting out, and to stay dealing with 
enquirers until after, midnight, is the 
rule* and not the exception ; and this 
is necessary in view of the fact that 
the majority of the people who attend 
our meetings have absolutely ho know- 
ledge of the Christian faith, and are 
neither Buddhists nor Shintoists, but 
without religion of any form. 

THE MEETINGS are conducted on 
ordinary Salvation Army lines, but 
our barracks are small, with seating 
accommodation varying from 50 to 150. 
These are usually well crowded. The 
floor is covered with "tatami" (a very 
thick matting) on which the people sit, 
according to the Japanese custom. 

MARCHE S and OPEN -AIRS* are, as 
in other countries, an important fea- 
ture of the work, and in this respect, 
as in every other, we are allowed the 



fullest liberty, 
there being no re^ 
striction to , our 
employing the 
most out-and-out 
methods, the po- 
lice and officials 
being exceedingly 
kind and considerate. 

OUR CONVERTS come forward 
publicly as seekers eager to learn and 
anxious to do right, thoroughly sincere, 
but requiring a lot of careful watching 
and instructing. They are placed un- 
der no disability on account of their 
becoming a Salvationist, but, to the 
contrary, it usually raises them in the 
esteem and confidence of those with 
whom they have any connection. 

The Japanese War Cry (Toki-no- 
Koye) is very popular, and is rapidly 
increasing in its circulation, Hhe fort- 
nightly issue having risen sinca the 
beginning of the year from 3,5|0 to 
7,400; of these 700 are sent to Hawaii, 
where we learn, from Major Wood, 
that it is very acceptable among the 
large number of Japanese. It is 
bought eagerly and read with interest 
by all classes, ,; 

*.,* * * 
Stirred Up a Hornet's Nest. 

A RESCUE HOME was opened a- 
bout two months ago, and in con- 
nection with this we issued a special 
Rescue War Cry and attacked the 
licensed brothel quarter, With the re- 
sult that a number of our officers and 
soldiers were roughly handled: and 
badly injured. This caused a great 
sensation, and has created an agitation 
on the subject which has stirred the 
whole nation. It has been the chief 
topic of the newspapers, who them- 
selves began an assault upon the sys- 
tem of vice, and by force rescued sev- 
eral girls from brothels where they 
were detained. The feeling aroused 
has been so great that the Government!, 
has issued a special notification on the 
subject, and the police regr 
c ulatious have been revised. 
Previously, owing to the pe- 
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culiar conditions and the interpreta- 
tion of the law, a girl could not give 
up this life, or leave a brothel, with- 
out the consent of the keeper, what- 
ever might; be her desires, but now 
any girl who chooses may leave. 

Thi| agitation has brought about a 
gjEeat change in the whole aspect of 
liCeQsed prostitution. A large number 
of girls are giving up this life, and the 
number Of visits to the brothel quar- 
ters has tremendously decreased so 
that the keepers are losing on their 
business. They have just had a con- 
ference in the capital here, attended 
by representatives from all over the 
Empire to consider what they can do, 
for they are in a state of panic The 
thousands of their hirelings have been 
stirred, and -are rather loud in their 
threats, both against our persons and 
buildings. The Chief Secretary^lajor 
Duce, and the War Cry Editor, AdjtT 
Yamamuro were brutally attacked 
after visiting a girl who had appealed 
to us for help, though they were ac- 
companied by ^six policemen. Our 
Headquarters and private quarters are 
guarded by police. We are able to 
render assistance to a large number 
of poor, broken-hearted victims of vice. 

I cannot conclude without mention- 
ing the NAVAL and MERCANTILE 
HOME, in Yokohama, in Charge of 
Staff-Cap! and Mrs. Ellis, which is 
doing a very successful work.,; and 
the PRISON GATE HOME, in charge 
of a very capable Japanese officer, 
whose good work is fully recognized 
by the authorities, who are very sym- 
pathetic. 

Our hopes "are highland we look to 
the future with confidence. * 
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Oh&pter I. 

THE SLUM. 

Chill airs and wintry winds ! my ear 
Baa yrown familiar with yovir song; 
I listen, and it cheers me long. 



& 
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J^ V V !i HE poet's words 
' I a I may bring an ah- 

swerihg Yes from 

Tw those surrounded 
^ by every luxury 
»* that lavish, wealth 
\ and affectionate 
care can bestow, 
hut to the inhabit- 
ant of the slum, 
whose life is worn out by the incessant 
grind of striving to satisfy the gnaw- 
ings of hunger, , and stem the rushing 
torrent of poverty's black tide, there ' 
is no charm in this poesy, or beauty of 
imagery in the bitter Mast and frozen 
air of winter's chill winds. To them 
it speaks of the darkening sky of their 
horizon ; of the rising storm that 
sweeps oyer the ocean of life ; of the 
surges of want and privation that 
threaten to engulf their barquer-tne 
knell of hope, the dirge of despair. 

Close by the crowded thoroughfares 
of the world's greatest city— where, 
side by side stand the homes of the 
millionaire and the pauper, connected 
with the brilliantly-ilighted streets by 
many intricate turnings of court and 
alley— stands the home of the hero of 
this story.. Borne I Nay, we will not 
cast such a stigma upon that sweet 
word^-emblem of purest joy and 
strongest bond that bind human 
hearty; that casts a halo of glory 
around the cares and trials of life, 
lifting up with sunset splendor Its 
winding paths, until lost in the great- * 
er glory of eternity's morn. 

Sitting in a bare,' top .room of a 
rickety tenement house is a woman. 
Sorrow has lined her brow with deep 
marks ; the pinch of hunger and priv- ' 
ation has whitened her cheek ; the 
strained agony of her expression tells 
of the sweeping storms of woe that 
have well nigh overwhelmed her ; the 
red eyes speak of scalding tears of 
bitterness that have been her only re- 
lief ; the few rags in the corner, the 
rickety chair and table, the smoulder- 
ing embers, the cries of her children 
"or bread, make the term "home" a 
mockery and a sham. 

Where is the one who, at the altar's 
foot, vowed to protect and cherish her? 
Where Is the strong arm that should 
have smitten down every enemy that 
sought her hurt ? Where is the heart 
that should have shielded her with 
love's tower from every blast that 
blew, and surrounded her with its sun- 
shine and joy ? Where is the voice 
that once spoke words of tenderness 
and filled the chambers of . her soul 
with music ? , Gone— gone ! Drink, 
the destroying fiend, that scorches 
with its' fiery breath, and murders 
with demoniacal hate everything hu- 
man and divine; Drink has slain him,> 
his love for wife and child, his love 
for home, his self-respect, his man- 
hood— hopes for earth and heaven have 
been crushed out by this- foul monster 
of hell. . y 



live county. Her -gouly ol father and 
mother, the romps;, in the fields, the 
school-girl days, - the summer night 
when by the old meadow stile she had 
plighted her ^troth to Edward 
Mason j the - handsome city car- 
penter ; tine happy day when the 
wedding bells rang out their merry 
peaiL their first happy home, with baby 
Ned— all flLit by as with panoramic 
vision. Then came the darkening of 
her sky, culminating in the bitter hour 
of her desertion with her three little 
children. 

Her reverie was suddenly interrupt- 
ed as her firstborn, Ned, rushed in. 

"It's no use, mother, I've tried and 
tried, till I'm sick." 

No wonder he was discouraged, poor 
boy. Only eleven, and he knew the 
bitter struggle for bread. Then, 
catching , sight of his mother's tear- 
stained cheek, he came and tried to 
comfort net; 

"Never mind, mother. Things'Il be 
better soon." , 

The broken-heia^ted mother kissed 
her boy, passionately, while the scald- 
ing tears fell rapidly. 

"Ilibpe so, Ned; they're bad enough 
now. Ob, if your father would only 
come back and give up the drink, we 
might be happy again." 

Ned tried, to sperik cheerily. "Per- 
haps EH get. a bit more, now "Christy 
mas has come," and soon he went off 
to sell his evening papers, and.his poor 
mother turned wearily to tbe ' hard 
task of shirt-making, wondering if the 
sun would ever shine again on her 
desolate path. .Would, she 
ever know again the joy 
of a happy 
home? -Wher- 
ever was her 
drink - cuifsled 
husband, and 
wpuid he ever 
c o me back ? 
Must it ever be 
dark, and hard, 
and bitter; with 
a daily struggle 
for bread? Was 
there no place 
of, refuge for 
her troubled 
Spirit? As if in 
answer there 
came, wafted on 
the night wind, 
by the bells of 
an adjacent 
church, the 
music of that 
immortal song : 

"Rock of Ages, cleft for 

me 
Let me hide myself vn. 

Thee." 



Chapter II. 
THE STRUGGLE FOR BREAD, 

ri/i/ABTHA Mason's life was not al- 
IVV ways filled with grief. As she 
sits in the twilight of this winter's 
day, the dingy room fades away ; she 
is again the bright-eyed maiden-, whose 
spirit is as glad and free as the birds 
that fly o'er the woodlands of her na- 



lty reigned. Fa- 
thers and mo- 
thers were hur- 
rying along with 
presents for 
their little flock; 
store - keepers 
were busily en- 
gaged supplying 
the various ar- 
ticles to make 
the season more 
enjoyable, while 
the newspaper 
boys shouted 
the latest edi- 
tion of the even- 
ing paper, or 
The Christmas 
number of the magazines. Amongst the 
latter was our hero, and his chum- 
Dick Groves. When a lull came, they 
got together to compare notes, as was 
their wont. 

"I say, Ned," said Dick, "did yer see 
that in the 'Bits '? The cove as 'as 
the paper'! give a thousand quid to 
yer friends if ye're found dead." 

"Will he ?" asked Ned. "Who told 
yer ?",.'.■'. 

"Why, Tom Barton, the cabby. Ax 
'im, and he?ll let yer see the paper." 

"He must be kidding the folk," said 
Ned. "Fancy giving away a thousand * 
so vs. (pounds)." 

"No 'e ain't," said Dick. ' i'l'U ask 
Tom to lend us the 'Bits' and show it 
to yer." 

"Oh," sighed Ned, "if I had a thous- 
and pounds mother 'ud not have to 
work so hard, and what a lot of things 
we could buy," and the poor boy in- 
dulged in castle-building for a little 
time ; but presently the van came 
round with more papers^ and he was 
kept at it, supplying the latest news. 

Over and over came the words, "A 
thousand quid to yer friends if ye're 
found dead." What a sum ! No more 
shirt-making for his mother ; no more 
cold nights in the garret without fire 
Or food ; . Willie and baby Alice would 
not cry. any more for bread, land mo- 
ther unable* to give it; Then glancing 
at his own poor tattered garments, he 



thought of the good clothes it might 
buy. 

The jostling, pushing crowd aroused 
him from his momentary reverie, and 
brushing a hot tear" away from his 
eyes with the cuff of his jacket sleeve, 
he turned again to the work of selling 
papers* and, for a whMe, forgot the 
bitterness of poverty in the excitement 
of his work. 



Chapter IV. 
PEACE ON EARTH. 

MEANWHILE the snow had begun 
to fall faster, and as if to add to 
the general discomfort, a thick fog 
came up over the city^ wrapping in 
its yellow mantle the dingy buildings 
and the hurrying multitudes anxious 
to get to their well-lighted- and com- 
fortable firesides. The chhrch bells 
began their chimes, rii^giag out in 
gladsome sound : " Glory C God in 
the highest, peace on earth, and good- 
Will toward men." From thei gorgeous 
West-end palaces of the rich came 
the sound of gaiety and mirth, all a- 
blaze with light, with frescoed ceil- 
ings, garlanded by choicest flowers 
and filled with the most exquisite 
music— a glorious co-mingling of know- 
ledge, art, music, beauty, and power. 
Is this the idealism of "Peace on earth, 
goodwill toward men" ? Nay! In the 
breasts of these luxurious fledg- 
lings of society comes seldom 
pity for the shivering, suffer- 
ing multitudes outside, who, like 
the Man of Nazareth, have not where 
to lay their heads. Wrapped up in 
their own selfish pleasures, they have 
swept along in the mad whirl of self- 
pleasing, heedless of the Christ Whose 
birtfi is commemorated, until at last 
the; lights are lowered?- the 
ceases, the" laughter dies away^m 
the aching hearts, to which the sophis- 
tries of society, or the sumptuous sur- 
roundings of wealth can bring no re- 
lief, burst out— "all is vanity and vex- 
ation of spirit." Surely there is no 
peace here. 

Thirteen thousand saloons, spread 
over this great city, are now in full 
blast. What 
motley ' crowds 
throng these 
haunts of ruin 
and death ! 

Continued on p. 16. 
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Chapter HI. 
THE JPISCO VERY. 

-WAS Christ-, 
mas Eve. 
The snowflakes 
Were falling., 
only to be trod- 
den under foot 
by the hundreds 
of thousands of 
pedestrians; ah, 

how like bun- " - "1 

dreds of that human stream. „ % 
Once they were pure and in- ^ ^ 
nocent as the beautiful snow, ' ^ 
but sin, in its thousand forms, • . 
had come in and spoilt thein, , ; , . 
until all vestige of their divine na- 
ture had been almost destroyed. 
. In spite of the ' uninviting wea- 
ther and uncomfortable surround- 
ings/the streets were thronged 
- with people, and an air of festiv- 
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EDITORIAL 



IN former years the secular periodicals and 
magazines recognized Christmas in their 

Jioliday issues by a distinct reference to the great 
Object of the celebration; and adorned their edi- 
tions in suitable attire. Of late it has become 
the "fashion" of a great portion of the secular 
press to ignore the birth of Christ, either entire- 
ly, or make only 1 a very brief reference to it. "It 
has been done to death," and "People are tired 
of the old song," have been said in defence. 

We believe, however, that the Old Story 
which, by its matchless beauty and grandeur, 
has held its own these nineteen hundred years; 
is still able to -interest and captivate old and 
young. Therefore we have chosen it for the 
text of our Christmas Number, printing the 
same in the sublime simplicity of the evangel- 
ist's language,, and illustrating it with two strik- 
ing pictures : There were Shepherds in the 
Field, and The Nativity. 
* The leading article is, of course, "Toward a 
Better World/* by the Commissioner. It will 
behead with ^ |^e^su.re and ■profit by aU; its 

• language .is beautiful; 'its theme divine; its 

jStories touching* and its lessons everlasting. 

JV^e liajw -$pt space to comment on the other 



various and numerous contents of this issue; 
there are short and long stories, bright and 
tragic tales, articles of instruction and interest, 
music and poetry, all of which are chosen with 
much care, and have been, with one or two ex- 
ceptions; written purposely for this edition. : ^ 

But we want to say a word of the splen- 
did photo of pur revered and greatly beloved 
Genejial, who sends us his blessing. We have 
reproduced his message in ■ facsimile! We can, 
without flattery or boast, say that we do not 
believe there is another man living who holds 
the sincere affections of so great a number of 
people, of almost all nationalities, as pur aged^ 
leader, whom God has so exceptionally honored" 
5 ' Then we have been fortunate to obtain a 
new photo of our Territorial leader, which will 
be pronounced the best yet., We think that the 
portrait appears very appropriately in this issue. 
since Christmas Day is the anniversary of the 
Commissioner's birthday. "We are safe in say- 
ing that, our reader^ are one with us in invoking 
the choicest blessings of Heaven upon her. Her 
excellent qualities as leader of this Territory, 
her unique reputation as a public speaker, and 
her practical sympathy for the poor and unfor- 
tunate need no comment — they are well known. 

In the illustrations contained in pages 17 to 



24 we wish to give a combination of practical §L 
and symbolical illustrations of the Army in tms - 
Territory. The Territorial wing has one Main 
Entrance ; the Toronto Headquarters, which is 
the heart of the organization, personified in the 
Commissioner ; the key-stone of the entrance 
arch is the Chief Secretary ; on each side of him 
are to be seen the! Secretaries and heads of 
Departments ; grouped on each side of th. 
Commissioner are other officers of the Centre 
The design also shows the nature of work don! 
at the T. H. Q, in some representative ^ketches 
The Seven Pillars of the Temple are the seve 
Provincial Offices; their base of operation i 
situated in the city depicted at the base of ead 
pillar; the capital shows the heads of the Pro 
vinces with the coat of arms underneath. Th 
Door df-Hqpe and the Door of Mercy depi 
some, of our institutions and officers engaged i 
purely Social Work. The bricks and mortar _ 
the great edifice is the rank and file represented 
by hundreds of officers from all parts of the 
Field. 

Our Architect is God the Father, our chief 
Corner-stone Jesus Christ, our ' Designer the 
Holy Spirit. May we prove skilful workmen 
in rearing to the glory of God an edifice in 
which He shall always delight to dwell. - 
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Darkness a Dawn. 

( Continued frow p. tj.) 

The old are there, with palsied hands 
lifting the fiery liquid to parched lips, 
while with thickened utterances and 
maudlin brain they curse Him Whose 
glorious advent they thus celebrate. 

The man is there, whose glorious 
manhood and Divine image is being 
blasted and defaced by the se- 
ductive, withering power of this arch- 
enemy—drinking until every vestige 
of manhood has disappeared, and he 
reels out, like an inhuman fiend, to ill- 
treat his wife and children, or per- 
chance, blinded and befuddled, to sink 
senseless in the gutter, and perhaps be 
found a frozen mass 'neath the falling 
snow by the policeman on midnight 

'duty.^.; 
^r:5» The mother is there, who, robbed of 
''jqlfc mafernal love, forgets her babe, and 
! ^ti seeks in the poisonous glass the ob- 
^:j; r f|f! livion-of -tier sorrows, the obliteration 
4? 1 "4'^' '*> *of*itie "maims of her children and 

<vgt0 Wf home. 
v's , '•<**' The young gi r i is there, with painted 

J«j cheek, and tawdry finery, proving the 
HHHg.-^e^^-^^^nsgressbrB hard. Tired of 
jjj| home* restraints, she fled away, sat 
lj| down to the banquet of devils, and 
H joins in the .dance of death.-. The 
*$ hectic: flush is already upon her cheek; 
"V& her eyes are blazing with the fires of a 
• fevered brain and a distorted in^ajgjna- 
^ii\a\itian. She quaffs thearl^nlng spirit 
i'^ir^kj, until, lashed by bitte* memories^he 
f^S^3 s1:a ^ ers forth*? while *jpr thoTOdd 
w7rf$- L W\ mocking voices urge hereto the ; cold ' 
IftpS}*^ waters to end herjjfe, and so silence;, 
mwJ&Wm*he taunting memories of her |jn^. . 

^j^PPPM^ ■ qj^ -netful holocaust of woe ^■■- . 

;», - v ■ .* Where. Sata/ii, holds the s waj/i 

I % And go-caUei christians mock our Qdd 

I And. tay these thitigsmunt be. 

___, # Wfca^ : a mockery ! Peace, midst 
this carnival of heil ! Peace, while 
these burning lava-streams of human- 
vice mingle with blistering tears of 
human agony. 

*' How discordant the bells seem ! Is 

** it alii a sham T Is there no place in 

I ■ this mighty city where the angelic 

% : T tidings find an echo ? Is there not a 

f * people whqg)# pure spirits and love- 

t * filled ? souls are striving to bring 

**' Peace on earth, goodwill toward 

Shen'^ 1 ." ...* ■ " "':■■■" •'■'■' 

Aye, aye I There are still the thous- 
ands who have not bowed the knee to 
"Baal. 

Chapter V. 
THE BOY'S SACRIFICE. 

NEP Mason reached his "slum 
home" to find his mother still 
struggling ,wjth the heap of shirts she, 
had tnedptn vain to finish before the 
.warehouse had closed. How cold it 
was ; there was no fire ; Willie and 
\ Alice ^sobbing in their sleep because 
of the gnawings of hunger. 

Ned laid down the money he had 
earned by selling his papers, and with 
a sigh the poor mother rose up, to sal- 
ly forth to purchase a few necessities 
before the stores closed ; no Christ- 
mas fare came to that abo^e, no Santa 
Clans to embellish childhood's spring- 
tide wtth little gifts that bring such . 
giadjiess"to our children. 

Poor Ned threw himself 1 in one Cor- 
ner of fhe heap of rags with a groan. 
Oh, if he, were only a man, and could 
earn more money, things would ;be dif- 
ferent, and asvbe L lay ^ with the 
'unbidden tears coursing down his 
:heeks, again came the words of his 

ate, "A thousand quid to yer friends , 

ye ? ?e found dead," He would lite to ' 
iee that paper, he must find out what 
it meant. Sleep came at last, broken 
With troubled dreams, in which: th^ 
thousand sovereigns, in shining rows, 
||ariced before his eyes. 
%. Christmas Day dawned, revealing 
sthe-^ity in its white mantle. 4-fter 
shijglng a piece of bread wrth his mo-, 
fft«rJr'Ned safllied forth toV find T^>m 









Barton, the cabby. A feeling of sat- 
isfaction came over him as he neared 
the cabman's shelter, and saw the 
familiar cab, indicating that the driver 
was near by. 

"I say, Tom," said Ned, "'ave yer a 
copy of 'Bits'?" 

"Aye, lad ; what for ?" replied Tom, 
pulling out of his pocket the familiar 
humorous paper. 

"Why, Dick Groves reckons that if 
yer 'ave a paper on yer, and ye're found 
dead, the bloke as 'as the paper gives 
yer friends a thousand quid." 

"Well, that's all right ; here it is," 
and Tom handed him the paper— "Yer 
kin keep it, lad, for a Christmas box," 
said the good-natured cabman, laugh- 
ing as he walked away, 

Under the shadow of an arch, Ned 
spelt out the words again and again, 
and traced his finger tip over the 
space left for filling in the name and 
address. 

A thousand pounds ! How could he 
get such a sum ? The few paltry cop- 
pers he earned by selling papers, 
matches, etc., was not much ; he was 
only a boy ; what if his mother got 
sick and died, she looked thinner every 
day, then what would become of 
Willie and Alice 1 He must do some- 
thing, he must think, and folding up 
the paper carefully and bestowing it 
in the pocket of" his ragged jacket he 
trudged back home. 

That night Ned tossed restlessly to 
and fro on his bed of rags and straw. 
Into his 'little heart came a passionate 
longing to bring comfort to Ms suffer- 
ing and patient mother. How could 
he do it ? The paper said, if you are 
dead— Dead !— the word startled him. 
CouHd he die to help her ? He was not 
much use. now, but if she could gee 
that money she wojh^want to more, 
He wnnl ft ^J ^g^ ^""^ * 

Ij^ifjgPffecur to him what agony 
and giier^the loss would bring his 
mother, the, torturing anxiety his ab- 
.sehcejgpaald occasion -^ne only thought 

, js^SmhJsSp she would get. Next morn- ■ 

'* ing Ned prepared to go out as usual; 
he caressed baby Alice more tenderly, 
and kissed Willie and his mother, say- 

* ing, "Cheer up, mother, you'll get help 
soon." 

Ned,' full of his new determination, 
sought the cabman's shelter and got 
the loan of a pen and ink. With a 
great effort he filled in his name, and 
that of the court where he lived,. and 
after adding a few other words, folded 
up the missive and placed it in his 
pocket. 

The day dragged wearily on. Ever, 
and anon he felt in his pocket to make 
sure the paper was still there, and a 
smile lit up his face as he thought of 
all the good, things his mother qould 
have. 

The shades of night fell at last, and 
when the crowds began to get thinner 
he made his way to the foot of the 
bridge under which rolled the waters 
of the dark fiver. He shivered as he 
stood for a moment by the water, and 
a teat ^"trickled down, his face as he 
thought of "-his mother, Willie and, ^aby 
Alice, whom he would not see again. 
Then the words came again, "A thous- 
and quid if yer found dead with the 
paper on yer." 

Yes, he would do it, and mother 
should want no more. Baby Alice and 
Willie should have good' food to- eat 
and good clothes to wear. He repeat- 
ed a little prayer he had heard his 

„ mother say, and then with a sob, and 
a "Good-bye, mother," he jumped into 
the murky waters. A splash, a few 
dying ripples, and the waters rolled on 
as Before. Pedestrians on the bridge 
above who had heard a splash, leaned 
over the parapet and ipeered Into the 
darkness. "Only a fancy," they said 
as the.v went on their way. 

A second man^ with whbih? I was 
dealing, when others were coming 
learning to the penitent-form* which 
made- me to move to make room, cried, 
"Oh, for God's sake, don't leave me ! 
I am an awful 1 sinner, and can't pray." 
Then he told me. he was ft deserter 
from the Queen's army, but ; must be 

j saved and give himself up. God met 
with and saved him, and, he went and 
gave, himself up. , 

, Meantime in the shim home sat 
Ned's mother, a fearful sense 'of -sor- 
row weighing' her down.,- . Where was i 
Ned ? He was always .home before 

,,thls. Oh, If anything. happened him, 
her only source of comfort was gone ; 



the one Who, boy as he was, had 
soothed her griefs many a time. 

"Oh, Ned, Ned!" she wailed -in ag- 
ony as the night wore on and he had 
not come, "where are you ?" 

As if in mockery there came wafted 
on the midnight the sounds of laugh- 
ter from the saloon at the corner of 
the court where she lived. 



Chapter VI. 
A CITY'S SHAME. 

THE grey dawn of a winter's morn- 
ing came stealing over the river, 
whose chilly mists sent a shiver even 
through the sturdy frames of the men 
who earned their bread on the stream. 
Looking over the murky waters one of 
the number espied a black object float- 
ing on the surface. A few strokes of 
the oars and he was up to it. It was 
the body of a boy, whose ghastly face 
and glassy eyes stared up into "his as 
he lifted the body out of the water 
into his boat. 

Reverently and tenderly the rough 
men carried their burden to the mort- 
uary. 

"Poor littte chap," said one, "he's 
nigh all skin and bone. 

Pity stirred the hearts of the jury- 
men who, a little later, were sum- 
moned to view the body. They bad 
seen many sad sights, but this one 
strangely moved them. The evidence 
is taken. The boatman who found the 
body in a husky voice described the 
scene. The policeman who assisted to 
convey him to the mortuary produced 
a paper soaked with water, and which 
was taken from his pockets to dis-L 
cover his identity, and read from its 
pages, "Ned Mason," and close by the 
words, "PLEASE PAY THIS TO MY 
POOR MOTHER," and then jt dawn- 
ed on these men of law and business 
the strange meaning. The boy had 
fondly hoped, when found, his mother 
would be given the thousand pounds, 
never dreaming the paper was onlyian 
insurance policy if death came by, 
accident. 

A weird silence filled that court of 
law ag this remarkable tragedy „of 
human suffering, woe, and noble self- 
sacrifice was made clear. Many a 
man whose heart had become crusted 
over with the selfishness of worldli- 
ness found emotions stirred that he 
had long thought dead. Reporters to 
whom heart-breaks, griefs, and trag- 
edies of life were only worth noticing 
as they increased the value of copy, 
paused to wipe away a tear, and choke 
down the emotion that would rise. 
Before all there arose that strange, 
supernatural love, kindled by a spark 
from the heart of the Great Being 
Whose name and nature is- Love, this . 
wonderful sacrifice— rising as if in an 
agonized appeal to the cold, cruel 
world : 

" PLEASE PAY THIS TO MY POOR 

. MOTHlliR."^ ' 

It uttered a cry that startled the 
great city, until its millions heafd the 
story of the brave little hero, who 
had died for his mother. It reached 
the mansions of the rich, and caused 
a momentary twinge of remorse as 
they were reminded of the utter self- 
ishness of then* -lives .; 4t s shook t^e 
churches until the Worshippers bowed 
in shame, that in this, the richest and 
greatest city in the ; world, such a 
tragedy of suffering, despair, and woe 
could be enacted, and they were doing 
nothing, to lift the burdens of the op- . 
pressed. 

It reached also the slum garret, 
where a woe-stricken, desolate mother 
rocked herself to and fro in agony of 
grief. Was there none to help? Should 
the hlood of this little martyr cry put 
in vain ? Could none be found to 
Haunch a life boat on this storm-swept 
sea of poverty, suffering, and oppres- 
sion, and brave the surges and 4an-. 
gers to rescue others ? Yes, oh, mo- 
ther, thy bitter cry is heard 
in heaven, where angels blush 
and veil their, celestial faces 
in shame , at " man's inhumanity 
to man"; heard by a Saviour Who 
trod the path of sorrow and grief be- 
fore thee ; heard by a people whose 
leader stands out, Moses-like, as an 
apostle of the poor. Thy darkness has 
been -long, but in the inky depths of,' 
the midnight sky God has hung a lamp 
of hope ; thy darkness shall give place 
to the dawn of hop*; 



Chapter VII. 
THE DAWN OF HOPE. 

BITTER indeed was the agony of 
that mother's heart when first 
the news reached her, but help was at 
hand. Climbing up the rickety stairs 
were two angels of mercy, clad in the 
garb of Slum Saviors ; their motto, 
"Blood-and-Fire"; their message, an 
uttermost salvation that reached the 
souls, the circumstances, the sorrows, 
the woes of the human hearts. The 
rags were taken away, hunger appeas- 
ed, the troubled soul found anchorage 
in the Eternal Rock, the wounded 
spirit was healed, and the clouds were 
rolled away. 

■ • ». * * 

In a Shelter of the Salvation Army, 
a poor wreck of humanity crept as a 
last hope ; it was the once-handsome 
Edward Mason. H*aftK gone, money 
gone, character gone, lie-turns to the 
only people he knew could lieip him, 
and through 1 the portals of the Salta- 
tion Shelter he went on into wg^ 
cleansing "river of the crimson blood. 
With 'a clean heart, his feet ares placed 
oh the ladder of hope ohce more, there 
isjoy in heaven over a sinner returned, 
there is also joy on earth. After hav- 
ing been separated by sin and drink, 
Edward Mason and his wife and fam- 
ily are again united. We will drop 
the curtain over the sacredness of 
their re-union, but rejoice that the 
dark night of sin has passed away, 
and the dawn of salvation morning 
has come. 

* * - V-^' .•"*'■•.■ 

Reader, when enjoying your . bount- 
iful Christmas fire, remember "those 
who, with loving hearts^ are seeking 
to stem the currents of evill and brave 
the breakers of sin and woe. • Send 
your' gift in the name of. Him Who 
chases- away the darkness, and brings 
hope to. every soul. 




THE REASON WHY T 



By EMILY BRADLEY, Adjt, 

THE reason why, I cannot tell, 
I know "He doeth all things weal,'' 
And; 1 shall know the reason why 
When comes the blessed by-and-byje. - 

In days gone by, a simple lftss, 

I stood from whence two ways did 

pass- 
One path my friends turned t pursue; 
My Lord., said, ."Nay, not this for you!" 

I served, my God 1 as well as they, K ; , 
Better perhaps. "Why say me , Nay, 
To jpyssunfolding to my gaze, "'. ' w 
When others walked such easy ways ?" 

Enough 1 My soul dare not rebel ! 
I know "He doeth all things well"; 
Since then I've found His way forme. 
Compared with theirs could nevfer be. 

A better way ? Oh, yes, by far ; 
With Jesus first, what then can mar 
My peace of soul? With' Him I'm 

blest, 
He satisfies my each behest- ~,:'i 

Seems He to ask me once again 
To choose to walk a way of pain ; 
It is enough, Lord, just to. know * 
That Thy sweet will would have it so. 
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££%*£$$k THE SEVEN PILLARS ( 





Newfoundland Province, 

Brigadier and Mrs. Sharp, Pro v. Officers. 

This British, colony has ■welcomed 
the Army in a remarkable manner. 
»Its total population outside of St. 

is not very large, and is scat- 

a 1 o n sg 



■fi 



Adjt. Tur pin, 

: : Assistant. 




rugged 
in num- 
inlets, 
out - harbors, 
andHSlets, yet 
w& have In 
o p eratlori 
theifr 123 
P0j^%nd out- 
posts. 

"Manly of 
these jb o r p s 
are di^cult to. 
reach, qtaAJe a 
few by bp&t 
only, and, therefore, comm 
with our comrad* ■- "'"" 
ject to 



tosols are doing 
fg^w^rTr in St Johns we 
_iave neaiOlyr two hundred scholars, 
and ver'r "efficient teachers. We are 
training, with much painstaking, our 
own teachers now. 

For number of conversions, soldier- 
making, and- attendance at all meet-, 
«^agsv considering; all things, Newfound^ 
Sand tops the Territory. 

>ur officers, of this colony are hard- 

worii^ aj^sellf -sacrificing in their 

advance the cause of 





.rmy. 

fcof this ancient colony 

Je most enthusiastic of 

pa^r- „ UJt — , even though they are 

mostly poor, as "far as this world's 

goods are concerned. 

A slum-post at St. Johns,- a Rescue 
Home for f allien girls, and a Poor 
Man's Pood and, Shelter Depot look 
after the Social Work of the Army in 
Newfoundland. The Island is rich in 
minerals, and 
Its resources 
•'are. only just 
? a e v eloping^ 
The ; raifltway, 
which was 
built- by the 
G o. v eminent 
lh ; recent 
yeavs, will 
facilitate t'&e 
opening up of 
'the country 
to " Industries 
that . have 
-been only in their infancy in that 
colony. The , Army will -always have 
a firm/hold upon the Newfoundland* ■ 




Adjt. Cave, School Supt. i 



The Eastern Province, 

Major and Mrs. Pickering, Frov. Officers, 

comprises the large field of Nova 

Scotia, New Brunswick, Prince Ed- 

-ward Island, and Bermuda, also a 

few corps situated in the State of 

Maine, which 

were opened' 

and are now 

s u p« r v ised 

f roiri St John, 

on account of 

th el r close 

proximity and 

e a s y/ access 

ffbm th>re. 

The/ Eastern 
people .apprec- 
iate the Army, 

and-- this ;^obr staff-Ca.pt. Phillips, 
Chancellor. 

»,the visitor. ... 
taoner, who has only 
-__., __.urned from a series of 

Seers' Councils and public meetings 

at St. John, is full of praise about the 
spirit of devotion and loyalty of the 
officers and soldiers. 

This is -the largest of the Provinces, 
having under its direction 73 corps and 
outpost, with 158 o#cers. Its soul- 
saving record during the last twelve 
months is excellent ; 

Major Pickering has also successful- 
ly conducted the tour of the Salvation 
Hand-Bein Ringers, who, in eleven 
weeks, saw one hundred souls saved, 
and raised $1,000, which cleared off 
many corps debts. 

A distinct 1 advance has been the 
new Social Institution- for Women, 
which the Commissioner, a few weeks 
ago, opened at St. John, and which 
has been jfylly -written about in a re- 
cent issue^ The addition of a Train- 
ing Home^" for Nurses Will *>e a great 
bellp to- the^ extension of hospital work 
•■ m other parts. - .:,,. -".•■ . '■■■■■?'•>. 

Bermuda has been a late- addition 
to: the Province, but can show some 
, fin* en™<s of- faithful soldiers. A- 
bout sixty of 
the Worcester 
B e glment. ; 
which was 
st at lone 1 a 
there until the 
outbreak of 
hostilities 1 n 
South Africa, 
When they 
were ordered 
fffco go there,, 
were Salva- 
tionists -r'- 
„, credit . to 
God, the Army, and their country on 
•the battlefield, and have also been the 
means of -a^number of their unsaved 
comrades seeking God. 



The East Ontario Province, 

Brigadier and Mrs. Pugmlre, Prov. Offieers, 

comprises Bast Ontario, Quebec, and 

Northern Vermont State, U. S. A., and 

is made up of 47 corps and outposts, 

and 90 officers. The leading corps in 

the Province 

are Montreal 

I., Kingston, 

Ottawaj Peters 

b o r o, and 

Bar re, Yt. ; 

the five have 

a membership 

of about 500 

soldiers. 



Staff-Capt;. Burditt, 

Chancellor. 





Ensign Andrews, T.F.S, 



faithful arid 
devoted soQJ- 
diers of many 
years' stand- 
ing, and some remarkable conversions 
have taken place. X— was a terrible 
gambler, and when the Salvation 
Army", found him he was in a very 
dissipated, helpless, poverty-stricken 
condition, with the toes sticking out 
of his boots, . having; wandered far 
from his home. --He had. been, a 
Queen's soldier- in his earlier days, and 
he was first helped through the 
"Lighthouse;" step by. step he was 
Led to seek God. For years now he 
has been a Salvationist. 

during the present year-' we have 
secured a glorious victory by gaining 
full permission to hold open : airs as in 
other cities. Jail meetings are now 
also being, held by the Salvation Army. 
The work at lie French corps is car- 
ried on by two oflicers who hail from . 
France, namely, Adjt. Robert and 
Capt Cabrit, * the latter ofiicer haying 
only recently arrived. In some ways 
the work Is hard, but we have some 
faithfufli .French-Canadian soldiers, a- 
mongst them Bro. Drolet, who is now 
Sergt.-Matfor of one of the city corps. 
. Quebec, the. Rock City, ,has been 
noted for Its former , riots' and 
- bloodshed. k .. 

K 1 ngston. , 
The League of 
Mercy here, 
which Is comv 
posed of sol- 
diers of. the 
coirpis, : has 
been doing a 
good work in 
visiting the 
p e n itentlary, 
holding, meet- 
ings 'and dl§- 
tribu^hg' War 
..,*'.- .. . ■ ,,, Crysi among" 

•Jhe prisoners- of that institution. 

Peterboro- can boast of "having the 
best-organized Junior corps in the 
Province. 




Ensign Parker, T.F.S. 
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Staff-Capt; Burditt, 
Chancellor. 



The East Ontario Province, 

Brigadier and Mrs. Pugmlre, Prov. Officers, 

comprises East Ontario, Quebec} and 
Northern Vermont State, U. S. A., and 
Is made up of 47 corps and outposts, 
and 90 officers. The leading corps in 
the Province 
are Montreal 
I., Kingston, 
Ottawa, Peter- 
b o r o, and 
B a r r e, Vt ; 
the five have 
a membership 
of about 500 
soldiers. 
Montreal I. 

faithful and 
devoted sofl- 
diers of many 
years' stand- 
ing, and some remarkable conversions 
have taken place. X— .was "a terrible 
gambler, and when the Salvation 
Army' found him he was in a very 
dissipated, helpless, poverty-stricken 
condition, with the toes sticking out 
of his boots, having wandered far 
from his home. He had . been a. 
Queen's soldier in his earlier days, and 
he was first helped through the 
"Lighthouse ;" step byi step he was 
led to seek God. For years now he 
has been a Salvationist." 

During the present year/'We have, 
secured a glorious victory fry /gaining 
full permission to hold open : airs as in 
other cities. Jail meetings are now 
also being held by the Salvation Army. 
The work at the French corps is car- 
ried on by two officers who hail from , 
France, namely, Adjt. Bobert and 
Capt. Cabfit,*the latter officer having 
only recently arrived. In some ways 
the work Is hard, but we have some 
faithful French-Canadian soldiers, a- 
mongst them Bro. Drolet, who is now 
Sergt-Major of one of the city corps. 
Quebec, the Rock City, .has been 
noted for its former, riots, and 

<•. ' ■ ' bloodshed. . 

■■ t: '" ! ^ 9s ' ■•■■ Ki ngston. ; 

The*Xeagne of 
Metcy here, 
which Is .com-- 
posed of sol- 
diers ol 15he 
corps, h as 
been doing a 
good work in 
visiting the 
pen ltentiary," 
holding, meet- 
ings "and dis- 
tributing ' War ■ 
Orys among 




Ensign Parker, TJF.S. 






Staff-Capt. Stanyon 

■ " ' Chancellor. 



The Central Ontario Province, 

Major and Mrs. Turner, Asst. Ppov. Officers,! 
as the name rightly Indicates, com- 
prises our operations in the districts 
in Ontario nearest to Toronto. Brig- 
adier GasJdri, who is also the General 
Secretary at 
T. H. Q„ is, 
the OWfef i*ro- 
vincia& Officer 
"for t&is vkor 
vince| -Major 
and! Mrs. 
Turner being 
the i|ssigJiat . 
Provincial -"Of- 
ficers. •; 
J A hotafie, 
fieature of this 
Province is 
the large 
number of 
outposts which are worked In connec- 
tion. T.ith the tegular corps. In its 
Districts Jare comprised the oldest 
corps of Canada, and to relate! the 
remarkable stories which could be 
told In connection with the past life 
and conversion g*£— rfnnerous soldiers -j 
of many yearg^Stan'ding would fill a 
Eg^sR&taeV' Shouting JimniiefHPad 
Walton, and Mother Knibbs are a 
w^U-known trio- still -to be seen onjth.e ; 
platform ^<o-ua? old Number Onfc corps ■,,-■■ 
in ToronW^ t^her well-known Tor0n-\ 
rto stand-bys are Treas, Lillet "Col- 
onel" Majchett, Glory Jim McHlroy, 
1 Dad WatKins, Mrs: Grant, Mrs. Bow- 
ers, Jakel Carrol, and many others 
whose njbes are bar- words through- 
out the v&ole Territory. 

A though-going work is progress- 
ing amonl the Indians of Muskoka,, . 
■jvhieh take .tottie Salvation Army 
like a duqk to wa«j.\ 

Riverside corps has moved into a 
splendid lew brick building, compris- 
ing Barracks, Junior Hal, and Offi- 
cers' Quarters. Other property lm- 
^p r ovements-. 
art contemn 
plated. 

The Dyiianv 
ic Brigade^ 
a quartette of . 
S p iritual . 
Specials, h as 
recently be - 
*-• guiT a tour 
. through -"tire 
Province, and* 
1ft reporting 
very satisfac- 
tory results. 




* 



Staff-Capt. Bawling, 
Chancellor. 
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The West Ontario Province, 

Major and Mrs. MeMillan, Prov, Officers, 

has its centre at London, Ont.,. and 
controls the Army work in that por- 
tion of Ontario lying "West of Toronto. 
Its District centres are Brantford, 
Chatham, Lon- 
don, Petrolla, 
Clinton, and 
Slmcoe ; and 
It contaim,! 
with the Cen- 
tral Ontario 
Province, the 
oldest : corps 
o f Cahada. 
The Districts 
are command- 
ed by such 
tried and well- 
known officers 
as Adjts. Mc- 
GiUivray, Coombs, McHarg, Orchard, 
and Blackburn. The distances be- 
tween corps are short, which' allows 
for frequent gatherings of officers. 

London is the baniter corps of the^ 
/Province. It has many pld stand-bys 
on Its roll stlfll. Sergt-Major An- 
drews and wife are, a' fair sample. 
The ; Sergt>Major is ah'-old soldier "of 
tne Queen as well. Bef or* he was 
saved he was a man to be avoided ; 
when under the influence of liquor he 
would clear out a bar-room all himself. 
He has proved for many years now a 
monument of Saving^ Grace. Speci- 
mens like: this may bk Pointed out in 
the majority of corps of this Province. 

London corps furnished one of the 
Canadian braves wh^ laid down their 
lives on the yeflldt of^ "South Africa. 
Bro. Geo. Floyd was the only man 
klied at the Sand River. His blood- 
stained Bible was returned to London 
to the one to whom he expected to be 
married upon his return. 

The population of the, cities and 
towns occupied by the Army is very 
small; it is, In the totaV f ar behind 
the other Ontario , Provinces, yet its * 
standing will make very favorable 
j',. c o mparison 
rwithany oth- 



AdtJt. Burrows, T.l.S. 



the prisoners of that institution. 

Feterboro can boast oflfiaving the 
best-organized Junior corps in the 
Province. . 



: Brigadier Gaskin pfoudly points out 
that. Ms Province ha| 502 Local Offi- 
cers, and also showi a healthy de- 
velopment lj^\e,£wxSk Work and the 
Band' of^lfoVev '■ ■ ■ ■'■ " ' . ;.',■ 




The Norths 

Major and Mrs. Soi 

' is distinctly pecul 
but a sparce popi 
tions are, in man 
some corps ha vie 
tween 20 
and 300 miles 
between each 
Other. The 
Province ex- ;, 
tends from 
Port Arthur to 
B dmonton — 
1,400 miles. 
■': In some of 
these prairie 
corps a splen- 
did work has 
been done. 
Many who 
have been 
converted here ha^ 
ent parts of the w 

Its- 41 corps and 
ed into six Disti 
Institutions are sit 
: cu'e Home, a . Me 
/Timber Limit/ Tl 
Winnipeg late in 
across the plain II 

Then there hav 
have been notorioi 
Cook, -for instance 
was an absolute 
etc., etc., and is b 
of age, converted 
Soon after the An 
his^way to the Ci 
ent form, and h&s 
and-Fire soldier e 
unable to; get abqi 
manages to do *l 
annual eff orts y and 
work. .-:■■/)■ ; 

The past year ha 
Ity In the building 
the generous help 
been able to er 
storey building. 
Citadel was ope 
mlssioner. persom 



EnsighHoddlnbtt, T.F.S. 



>ry. 

v A new bar- 
racks has 
been . opened 
recently by 
the Chief Sec^ 
retary at 
Chatham. One 
%or two other 
corps* Brant- 
ford and Sar- 
n ia , have 



K 




building schemes now under contem- 
plation, ,and will -probably be com- 
menced' soon. ' Guelph and London 
properties hipre'.aflso been, improved. 



Ensign Perry, T.P. 
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StaffrCapt. Rawling, 
Chancellor. 



The West Ontario Province, 

Major and Mrs. McMillan, Ppov. Offieeps, 

has its centre at London, Ont.,, and 
controls the Army work in that por- 
tion of Ontario lying West of Toronto. 
Its District centres are , Brantf prd, 
Chatham, Lon- 
don, Petrolia, 
Clinton, and 
Simeoe ; and 
it containi, 
with the Cen- 
tral' Ontario 
Province, the 
oldest corps 
of Canada. 
The Districts 
are command- 
ed by such 
tried and well- 
known officers 
as Adjts. Me- 
Gillivray, Coombs, McHarg, Orchard, 
and Blackburn. The distances be- 
tween corps are short, whicb allows 
for frequent gatherings of officers. 

London is the banner corps of the 
Province. It has many pld stand-bys 
on its roll stlfll. Sergt.-Major An- 
drews and wife are , a " f air sample. 
The Sergt.-Major is an old soldier "of 
the Queen as well. Before he was 
saved he was a man to be avoided ; 
when under the influence of liquor he 
would clear out a bar-room ^all himself. 
He has proved for many ytears now a 
monument of Saving Grace. Speci- 
mens like this may be; pointed out in 
'tine majority of corps bt this Province. 
London corps furnished on£ of the 
Canadian braves wh<> laid down their 
lives on the yeflklt of, 'South Africa. 
Bro. Geo. Floyd was the only man 
kilfled at the Sand Jtiver. Efis blood- 
stained Bible was returned to London 
to the one to whom he expected to be 
married upon his return. 

The population of the. cities &V& 
towns occupied by the Army is very 
small ; it is, in the total,* far behind 
the other Ontario Provinces, yet its 
standing will -make very favorable 
'co mparison 
'with any oth- 
er , part^pf-i&c-^ 
_ 5ry- 
-A. new bar- 
racks to a'jg 
:been . opened 
recently by 
the Chief Sec^ 
retary at 
Chatham.^ One 
-or twt> other 
corps,' Brant- 
ford and Sar- 
nU, have 
building schemes now under contem- 
plation, ,and wilfk ^probably be com- 
>menced' soon v Guelph and London 
properties haveVaflso been^mprovefl. 




Ohancellor. 




Jf 



Ensign Hoddinbtt, T.F.S. 



The Northwest Province, 

Major and Mps, Southall, Ppov. Officers, 

is distinctly peculiar to itself. With 
but a sparce population, its ramifica- 
tions are, In many eases, far apart- 
some corps having a stretch of be- 
tween 2 00 
and 300 miles 
between each 
Qt'her. The 
Province ex- 
tends from 
Port Arthur to 
E d monton — 
1,400 miles, 
tin some of 
these prairie 
corps a splen- 
did: work has 
be en done. 
Many who 
h-a>ve been 
converted bere have traveled In differ- 
ent parts of the world. 

Its- 41 corps and outposts are divid- 
ed into six Districts. Three Social , 
Institutions are situated here : A Res- 
cue Home, a Men's Shelter, and a 
Timber Limit. The Army opened at 
Winnipeg late in 1886, but it spread 
across the plain like prairie Are. 

Then there have been many who 
have been notorious sinners. "Pather" 
Cook, for instance, of Grafton, N. D., 
was an absolute drunkard, gambler, 
etc., etc., and is now nearly 80 years 
of age, converted only five years ago. 
Soon after the Army opened he made 
his way to the Cross, via., the penit- 
ent form, and has been a real Blood- 
and-Flre soldier ever since. Though 
unable to get about mucn, he usually 
manages to do a good stroke in tbe 
annual eff ortSy and. In helping the locall 
work; ■■■■;■''. " .' , "■■■ ' 

The past year has been one of activ- 
ity in the building line. Wlnnipeg^by 
the generous help of its citizens, has 
been able to erect a large four- 
storey building. The splendid ^new 
Citadel was opened by the Com- 
missioner, personally a few w ^* s *, 
agio. Also Car- 
berry, Leth- 
bridgeT 'a-n.4**- 
Selkirk i have: 
built new bar- 
jacks. 

The Army is 
a recognized 
factor In the 
West, and re- 
ceives gener- 
o u s support 
from tbe 
warm-hearted 
citizens of its 
cities, towns and villages. North Da- 
kota has done splendidly in spite of 
the" almost , unparalleled , failure of 
crops this season. 





Ensign Peppy, T.F,S. 



Majop and Mrs. Hargpave, 

is the youngest Province _ ______ 

ritory, having been formed* as recently 
as 1895. There were a few of Its 
present corps earlier in existence- 
four in British 
o 1 u m b 1 a 
w"ere formerly 
attached to 
Winnipeg P. 
H. Q., and 
five in Mon- 
tana and 
Wash ington 
to the former 
Seattle D. H, 
Q. — but for 
e cono mical 
and other rea- 
>ns, it .was 




able 

Spokane, 
ation, Tb< 
that^cau:. 
in operati 

Social In 

whole, meeting with much ^ 
The opportunities of the far West 
unlimited. The people are o: w 
hearted,* generous and very friendly., 
to the Army. 

The phenomenal growth of the cities 
in tbe wilderness,, and the discovery 
of the precious metals, continually 
give opportunity for the expansion, of 
our work in that Province^pe^ially 
in British Columbia. 4f ; ' : '"- k 

Among the soldiers of'-fchje Province 
we have the greatest, percentage of 
present-day miracles. ' Men and wo- 
men who ha,d been given up as in- 
corrigible have, under tbe Army's in- 
fluence, been re-fashioned in newness 
of life and are to-day living wonders 
to those who knew them in former 
days. Victims of the opium habit 
have been reclaimed by the scores ; 
especially successful in this work was 
the -sainted Capt. Ida Bennett, who|; 
, was sttwrt in Spokane by a man whose 
advances_jai_S- 

ed. But not 
only the des- 
peradoes 
deeply 
but repres 
atlves of f 
classes 
be seen in" 
Western; 
corpse .■"'■< -%'-y : .: : 'i 

As the West 
willi develop, 
so will our 
time, . become 
institutions to 





Ensign Stateep, T,P*S. 
work grow and, In 



<* 



one of the mightiest _ r .__ ,, T ._ 1[ _ ,.. .._ 
build up character and true Christ- 
ianity. 
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Women's Social WorKcomprises twelve Rescue ^m^tw^^Sineii's Shelter|',*"one"B!bspitarana one Children's Home. ' Sixty-eight officers are engaged in it, twelve oC whjsserphotbs ar« shown above. They are ■ (at 
lie foot of page) LieutrLambett, Lieut. Reeves, Lieut.. Ellwobdj'Staff-Capt. Cowan,' Capt Crrw.MDjr and Capt. Taylor; (at the right, dovraTwarcD-'Oap^'McKensfie, CfapVxTuck, Mrs. Ensign Payne. Adjt, ""Jordan Cadet 
■fey and Capt. Heaalip. Othefsinay be found on pajgea^. '' ' - &'*>* ,*;r' " ' - > ' ',<> V1'%ta^ *£"~ « "i''"f« M i W v\-- '*' ' '■' ■" 
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.GATE WORK COMPRISES TWELVE WD AJlD SHELTER DEPOTS, ONE PRISON GATE DEPOT, THREE COAL- AND WOOD YARDS, AUp ON E FARM GU 



,.s 



EAST ONTARIO AND QUEBEC PROVINCE 








M^iM 





















^Hni_7 . — _ — - vvr .. : ^ivia : — 

Est rowir-Capt. Vance, Capt O'Neil, Ensign and Mrs. Williams, Ensign and Mrs. Jones, Capt and Mrs. Carter, Capt; McManey! 
' sad row. — Adjt. Robert, Lieut. Liddle, Capt Downey, Capt. Wilson, Capt Owens, Ensign Sims. Capt. Dawson, Capt. Magee, 

/ Cant Cook. 3rd row.— Capt. Slater, Mrs. Staff-Capt Burditt, Capt. Woods, Capt Comstock, Adjt. Kendall, Capt. Grose, Mrs. 

Adjt Moore, Capt. Gammaidge, Capt Ash. 4th ro^.— Capt Edwards, Mrs. Adjt Kendall, Capt YoungT Ensign Yerex, Capt. 

Norman, Capt^Blpss, Capt., Pitcher, Lieut. Pittman, Capt, Crego. 5th row — Clpt, Randall, Capt. Stainforth, Capt Lang. 

WEST ONTARIO PROVINCE, 








IPi 



*t Beech, Capt. Coy, Lieut. Greenwood Capt U^ocl^Y'ihdrb^^LieutVG. Yeomans, Capt White, Adjt and' Mrs'f Wakefield, Capt. Dowell Adit 
Bnpbell, Lieut H. Yeomans* 3 i*row.^Lieu^PKn^^eut Fenhacy, Adjt. and Mrs. Blackburn, Capt Brooks, Adit and Mrs mSKS 
-Lieut Grank, Capt Gjtecm v ^^ 



;■ — Milieu »,■.. v 1 -*"""!'* V"\t"" "-«*.«■»«"» .—»«-'6^»M«.-».*»a. Kiiun., .rxup.. v/iyii<uuy-;i,ajji.. vviiikuiib, v^ipi. rjion 

Jordison, Ensign Jarvis, Capt Whitteker, Capt. Burton, Capt. ttarmair, Ensign Hellman, Gand. 
nWhitteker, Capt. Crawford and Capt Mathers, Capt. Hockin, Capt. Ringler, Capt. Sitzer, Ensign | 



Bennett, Capt. Burrows. 6th row. 





#£©§^ 



PACIFIC PROVINCE. 



?, 



4. 









/■ - 
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1st row.— Ensign Bloss, Staff-Cant Gait, Capt. and Mrs. Brown, Capt. Gain, Adjt. *md Mrs. Hay, Capt. Scott, Mrs. Stafl- 
Capt, Taylor. 2nd row.— Capt. Sheard, Mrs. Adjt. McGill, Lieut, G. Smith, Capt. Meredith, Capt. Miller, Ensign and 
Mrs. Cummins, Capt. Ziebarth, Adjt. Smith 3rd row —Adjt. McGill, Adjt. Babbington, Capt. Noble, Lieut. Johnson,. 

~~ . Lieut. Bovyer, Capt. Walruth, Capt Krell, Capt. Beaumont, Capt Kenney.; 4th row.— Capt. Southall, Lieut. Tippet 1 , 
Adjt. Stevens, Adjt. and Mrs. Avre, 

NORTH-WEST PROVINCE. 



Jm \M 



TJ 



P^dL-i 



»:- 



'» 






MpAmmondi Capt. [While, 
1 Collett. 5th row. — Ensign 
Hayes, Capt. G|ov|p,;. 



wmm 



IIBS 



. 4„C„ lrl . Uiij»» icae^d^ . J- i-t^- 
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EASTERN PROVINCE 




rowl— iJapt; McEaehem, 
Clark, iadet] 
■yne, Capt. 

"ion, Mrs. Ensign Larder, Mrs. Capt Clark, Mrs. Ensign Knight,, Capt Iteming, Capt Geo. tHbmpson, Adjt Wiggins. 4th 



ro/wfr-Capt W. Thompson, Lieut Tatem, Capt. Kirk, Ensign Larder, Capt Clark, Ensign F. Knight, Captain Muttart, Ensign 
Parsons, Lieut. Ehsary. 5th row— Capt Doyle, Capt. Allen, Capt. A; E. Armstrong, Capt. J. Green, Lieut. Pemberton and Capt. 
Richards, Capt Lorimer, Lieut. N. Smith, Adjt Byers,, Lieut McWMiams. 6th row— Ensign McDonald. 



NEWFOUNDLAND. 






•\ 



Top row.-Ensign Sparks, Lieut Simmons, Capt, Brace; Ensign Brown, Capt J. D, Clark, Capt. Moore. Bottom row.-Capt Burrv Cant Stinkl*^ 
1 Capt. Downey, Adjt Boggs, Capt Harris arid Capt Crew, Capt. Bishop, Lieut. Sparks, Capt. Janes, Lieut Duder. cracjuana. 



WOMEN'S SOCIAL WORK/ 
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Dreams and Destinies: 

XX Or, Tu>© Di^hU of History. 

By MRS STAFF-CAPT. STANYON. 



|IGHT! It was 

the eve of one 
of the most not- 
able battles in 
history] The 
French were ly- 
ing upon the 
wide stretches of 
the plain ; some 
sleeping, some 
waking, all 
dreaming of the glorious conquest 
which was to crown their efforts on 
the morrow. Kingdoms had felt the 
heel of the great oppressor and bowed 
to their fate ; and England, too, with 
her iron soldiery, by the morrow's 
sunset should stand among the van- 
quished. 

Yes, they dreamed of victory, and of 
retreating foes. No other issue could 
be possible, for was not their leader 
the invincible Buonaparte ? Did not 
his name strike terror into the heart 
of kingdoms, and his presence on the 
held mean defeat to his enemies 1 
Was it not true that the pride and 
nope of nations sacrificed their lives at 
bis will, and rivers of blood mark the 
£al of his foes in every conflict 1 Yes, 
these were facts, hence, sleeping or 
waking, they dreamed of conquest and 

glory I 

* * * * ' 

MOKNING broke and ushered into 
history the memorable June 18th, 
1815. But— were the dreams of the 
nighfjL-ealized as that day of destinies 
dawned and waned ? No I they prov- 
ed but dr earns, for a greater than 
Napoleon undertook for the oppressed! 
With heart stirred to its fathomless 
depths by the cries for vengeance from 
seas of gore, and moved with bound- 
less compassion by the streaming 
tears of war-made widows and or- 
phans, and touched with tenderest 
pity by the sighs from broken hearts of 
childless parents, Divinity itself 
stretched forth its arm, and lent its, 
unfailing aid. When defeat appeared 
certain to the French, despair seized 
their leaders, confusion spread in their 
ranks, the mighty were scattered;, and 
the conqueror led captive! Their 
savored of victory, but their 
"destiny of death ! Waterloo marks 
the burial-place of tyranny, and 
birth-place of liberty^ 



the 



,ifc 



< In the world's broad field oj battle, 

In Xhe bivouac of life, 
Be not like aumb driven cattU 

Be a hero inihe strife " 

r t PON life's battlefield the dead lie 
U on every hand ; dead hopes, dead 
ambitions, dead energies, dead desires, 
dead efforts-slain by the moral foes 
of man, and victims are. being daily, 
added to their numbers. 

Fair are the dreams and brilliant the 
bopes of countless multitudes respect- 
ing their future, but in the starting of 
life's warfare they discover that every 
man must do his part and determine. 
bis own destiny. As soon as he fixes 
his goal and takes his first .pace to the 
front, 1 in .almost every case unfriendly 
forces from within and without com, 
bine to drive him back, and he only 
stands and wins so far as he is conse- 
crated to his purpose. 

History, ancient and modern, sup- 
plies us with countless object-lessons ; 
it gives us detailed careers of men 
who have come from the most unlikely 
vicissitudes of life, and started out 
with every,, conceivable circumstance, 
against them, but who have, by dog- 
ged determination and sheer pers st- 
ence, pushed their way past every im- 
pellent, and in the teeth of almost 
unconquerable opposition stood their 
gronnd and swept their foes before 
them • then marched onward, step by 
step until their destinies have, realized 
their fairest dreams, revealing to a 
wondering world the stupendous value 
of a purpose. 

But whilst the few have^hus- run 
the race and won the prize, the many 
have fallen, and their warfare ended 
in defeat and captivity. ' - . . 

Nunibe'rs of these, like those who 



stood as victors, were reinforced by 
friends, and wealth, and influence, and 
other valuable auxiliaries, to urge 
them to the pursuance of their object, 
but in vain. 

Would You Learn the Secret of Their 
Failure? 

Indolence alone is responsible for their 
overthrow ! 

With good desires they started' out, 
their work chosen, their air-castles 
built, the benediction of friends and 
well-wishers given, the beginning fair, 
and the outlook for future, fairer ! 

In some cases the golden mines of 
knowledge were the attraction. They 
would fain become the possessors of 
those hidden treasures. They read 
with admiration of the gigantic 
achievements of those possessing 
the secrets, and they, too, 
coveted the same prize, and 
dreamed of its security. But, in its 
acquisition, too much sacrifice was de- 
manded, too much toil, and altogether 
too much cost, 
and after a small 
measure of resist- 
ance the dreamers 
of victory fell in 
the fray. 

Another crowd 
have been the vic- 
tims of cowardice! 
They lifted their 
s words* with weak 
wrists and trem- 
bling fingers, at 
the same time 
looking to the 
right and to the 
left for a way of 
escape. No pow- 
er to stand a- 
gainst opposing 



rise. Oh, the blighted hopes, and* 
blasted lives, and cursed abilities, and 
distorted beauties of character and 
mind for which this foe is responsible! 
Men have fallen here in every grade 
of life ; not only at the commence- 
ment of their career, but after years 
of brilliant prosperity, as in the case 
of Alexander the Great, who, having 
conquered kingdoms, himself was con- 
quered by this drink-fiend, and sank 
within a drunkard's grave. 



THUS some have f alien, and some 
have triumphed, who have sought 
for distinction and homage in their 
day ; but I hear the voice of a great 
host exclaim, "Let those who will in- 
scribe their names upon earth's rolls 
of fame and honor, we aim higher, and 
we will not rest until our names are 
written on that Immortal Roll which 
shall seal our destiny with the heroes 
of the Cross in every land and age ! 

"Your crowns will fade, but ours are 
fadeless ! Your honors will perish, but 
ours are imperishable ! Your names, 
when written, Time will efface, but 
ours will remain ineffaceable through- 
out eternity itself." 

So, with the sword of the Spirit in 
our hands, and Divine promises inspir- 
ing our hearts, we stand shoulder to 



MAJOR BAUGH if*-. 



SENDS AN INTERESTING LETTER 
TO HIS OLD COMRADES. 



My dear Comrades,— 

I have often found my mind looking 
westward to Canada, and have re- 
solved to write a few lines of greeting 
several times, but have been so busy 
that I really could not well spare the 
time. I have had a change of work, 
from the Red Crusade to the Junior 
Work of the South London Province. 
Then we have had the General visit- 
ing our Province; this has meant 
work, and work, and more work ; but 
it has been fruitful in the salvation of 
many souls. As I was on penitent- 
form duty I know what was done. 

A minister of the Gospel was at the 
penitent-form seeking experimental 
salvation, and rose from it saying he 
intended going straight in for God and 
souls now, if it meant the loss of all 
things. 

One more. He was a man fiijiy in 
the extreme. I fancy no one but a 
well-saved Salvationist would tackle 
such a case ; but dirty, and drunken, 
and parted from his wife, and cast- 
away as he was, he got well saved. 
Some of .t&e ro soldiers 'living near his 




The Soldier's Dream Befblee the Battle. 
A Cop&ep of Waterloo After the Battle. 



forces ! The combined powers 
of discouragement, criticism, fail- 
ure and misunderstanding struck 
terror to their fearing hearts, 
and they could not keep, their footing. 
In the first charge the coward-spirits 
raised the white flag and .uncondition- 
ally surrendered. 

But perhaps the foe which has 
wrought the, deadliest havoc and laid 
low in greater numbers than any other 
the candidates for' fame and victory is 
Intemperance ! 

Thousands who determined, to do 
well have been beset by this ghastly, 
fiend. Sometimes it has been a long 
and terrible struggle as to which 
should be the conqueror, but at length 
the dim eye, and flagging pulse, and 
dizzy brain have evidenced man's fall- 
ing strength, and the relentless foe has 
struck his victim down never more to 



shoulder,; and face those foes that des- 
troy man's hopes for time and etern- 
ity. Come, ye victors and vanquished 
in life's battile ! Stand, stand with us ! 

Our Foe is Sin, 

Our Triumph-— Certaid, 

Our Captain— Christ, ■ 

Qur Crown— Eternal Life, 

Our Destiny— Heaven ! 




abdde^looked after him.;* 

He found work, got a few 

articles of f urhit-ure - ^fo- - 

gether, and' had his wife> ' 

come back to live with 

him. He is now" a dean, 

: hardworking, and saved 
■man. .* * '" , 

But I cannot follow this" 
line, as I am a Junior * 
man at present. We have^ 
had juniors' and young* 
people's campaigns during 
f October, and hundreds "of ' 
young people have nbeen 
swept into the Kingdom. 
Our dear General gave us 
one meeting in South Lon- 
don, at CambetweDl (the 
Oamberwell barracks is 
larger than Toronto Tem- 
ple), and it was crowded, and many 
standing wherever there was a foot of 
room ; and, best of all, 185 souls wer* 
saved, ranging from 9 to 23 years of 
age. We hope to capture many corps 
cadets and soldiers, both junior and 
senior, through this campaign. 

A fair proportion of cofps cadets are 
entering the Training Home this ses- 
sion. Another of my own children 
(Louisa) goes into training this month 
and another one becomes a corps 
cadet So we are nearly all at the- 
front now. ., • 

.We have been proud of 'the /Can- 
adians in South Africa, being' so loyal . 
and brave, and trust the Canadian ', 
Salvationists, with a much more noble 
cause to fight for, will likewise be 
" faithful unto death !" 
>: : . Yours : .aj3 ; ' ever, "'f .-„: 

WM. BAUGH, Major. 
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#A PRAIRIE PLUCKING* 

(Continued on page 11.) 



Prairie soil and the soil of that young Scotch 
heart were evidently much alike. 

He had six months in Winnipeg to cultivate 
that soil, and was then sent to Edmonton, Al- 
berta, to represent the firm he served. In the 
latter place he found fresh and congenial ele- 
ments to further blacken his sin-depraved heart, 
yet withal under the guise of common respect- 
ability, or of what some folks, himself included, 
then termed, religion. 



Chapter II. 

Seed Sowing- 

t<| N the morning sow thy seed, and in the 

^ evening withhold not thine hand, for thou . 
knowest not whether shall. prosper, either this 
or that, or whether they both shall be alike 
good."— Ecc. xi. 6, 

That is the Divine injunction given to those 
vho have entered God's great soul-field for the 
Lvowed purpose of scattering the precious seed 
:>f Gospel truth. .„«„,, * 

Glorious vocation! Yet it is not for the la- 
borer in Christ's field to select that particular 
oart where the soiHs loamy and rich; where 
ptonas are fewj briers grow^ not, and where 
feveigtMng *ik easy and pleasant, as the result 
jnf . ftiffi idjawgbred toil of somfi o ther Jaboren ■ 
m his duty to go.*--se«SpOo 5 as the 
*i|h, cr whats&pver 1 command you." ' 
14.) This more often means that 
iirected, God-fearmg "soul-lover 'is' 
Ifound 




because of the stub- 
bornness and rebel- 
liousness of men's 
wills, and the sour- 
-ness ; and impurity of 
men's dispositions, all 
Jh& result of living in 
continued sin, and 
alike combining to 
make the soil so much 
the ^harder to work, 
j thus giving the seed 



"Refuge- SficUre from, the dangers of storw 



(ItJO Peace. j p«*<e- *>y 'heart f>os- 
(1^3 Peace. , pefc^e, my Heart j»os- 




God knows 'what is best— so contented I'll be 
To take from His hand what He offers to 

me; 
I've found that oft sorrow is good in dis- 
. guise. '>-..:■ ."':•' 

And, clouds tha.t I'v,e dreaded to-hless me did 



jji&tstw- know 
airway that I go ; 
a^ffi^*""and therefore securely I tread, 
,. t ^to i .hann on iny journey ray heart has to 
dread. » 



No care shall nie burden, my soul shall be 

free, 
In God -will I rest,, for He careth for me; 
Come health or come sickness, come jomor 
1 6£>rae pain, || 

To bless me I know is my Father's fixed aim. 

How sweet such confiding 1 True joy it doth 

bring-j 
'*)t "'balm for all heart-wounds from trusting 

doth spring; 
I need not be fearing what next may befall, 
Whatever God sends me, His love chooses all. 



-» 







^^p 



eg The Christmas War Cry. fe» 



27 




SSoeBITHNAL GREEN 



Jf- Study of S/r/J ?/fp /n J?oaser J?o/?do/i 



J3Y JMajor John Bond, Iidjtqq. C5oom Qi2£TT£" 



f-' 



Part I. 
Bess, the Hat*um>Scar urn. 



BESS was a strong favorite down Black- 
berry Lane, Bethnal Green. 
The boys liked her because her mus- 
ical "Chase me, Charley!" and shrill 
"Pip ! Pip I" meant more hard running 
and loud shrieking than that of any other girl 
in the locality. There was also another thing 
that lent zest to the chase. When captured, 
and the young male East-Ender, after the man- 
ner of his kind, began to vigorously pummel 
her, Bess could, and oftentimes would, show 
fight in a fashion that speedily caused the bud- 
ding Hooligan to simmer down, and to suggest 
a visit to the fried-fish shop round the corner. 
Here, where "'ot fried-fish" and "chipped po- 
taters" formed an effective substitute for the 
Redskin's pipe of peace, boisterous good-humor 
would soon reassert itself . Yes, in the language 
of the Blackberry Lane boys, "Bess could put 
' up— not 'arf!" And they liked her the 
beti er for it. 



She was exceedingly vulgar and hov^ejish, ,„ 
but this was not noticed where 'all'" "wereme 
"'same. Bess was, however, also good-tempered 
and kkid, which/ in Blackberry Lane, as else- 
where, were qualities not possessed by all, so 
her willingness to do any of them a good turn 
made her also a general favorite with the older 
people in the street. 

The Italian piano-men grinned when they 
saw her coming, for there was no other gir4 ; 
about who could * so cleverly imitate the high 
kicking and "light fantastic toe" movements of 

MISS TILLY TIPPLETOESy 

the '■ premyur danyoos " of the " Star of the 
East" Music Hall, or possessed, the "poetry of 
motion" that strongly characterized the dancing 
of Bess; so when her turn at "toein' an' 'eehn' f 
ah' Catherine wheeliii' " came on, tile neighbors 
invariably came out. The "court ball" then be- 

.^gj*^.. came a bi? affair, and pennies were correspond-, 

w ' ingly Plentiful. 

The .appearance of Bess was all in her favor. 
Her figure was tall and well-t>ro£ortioned ; she 
had just turned nineteen; had good features; 
cheeks pallid but dimpled ; eyes black as a 
sloe, and so full of laughter, that were, her face 
concealed up to the bridge of her slightly turn- 
ed-up nose, one would vow that her sides were 
shaking with suppressed merriment, even when 
such was not the case. When she did "let her- 
self go" in the matter o£ .mirth, there were few 
who escaped the infection of joining in--her 
merry laugh was so contagibus. ^ . 

Frame this face with a heavy fringe of dark 
hair curled and twisted, arid so abundant as to 
completely conceal tier ears; crown the whole 
with a large picture-hat surmounted with a long 
feather, and you have Bess of Bethnal Green— 
a type of a class numbering hundreds of thous- 

ands Ja 

Bess is a product of the social conditions that 
govern the lives of most of the citv poor of Eng- 
land the principal factor in the evolution of her 
class being ©ver-c^wding, caused . by high 
rents, and scanty dwelling accommodation ; 

It works put thus : Large families are obliged 
to live in one or two rooms, and where 

ILL-THAINED, RIOTOUS CHILDREN 

herd together, there is little rest or quietude for 
the tired father, or the distracted mother. For 
the sake of peace/ therefore, the children „ are 
turned loose into the street. But more often 
than not, the parents, seeking the change they 
cannot find, in their own squalid rooms, betake 
themselves to the pubs. That the neglected 
children at home speedily gravitate t° the 
streets goes without s^ng. , Thus it happens 
that in both cases the children of the poor are 
subjected to the influences of, the- streets. 
This is bad. For one thing, the streets, ex^- 



ercise a strange fascination for those who have 
been accustomed to roam them in unrestrained 
freedom ; and the person whose childhood has 
been so spent never abandons street roaming in 
later years, unless some revolution of life and 
character, takes place, such as that effected by 
the grace of God. 

Then, again, the influence of the streets is 
altogether harmful to the young, for in the 
main their sights and sounds are evil. Against 
the sight of one act of courtesy, kindness to 
aged, or charity to the suffering, the young will 
see ten that familiarizes them with vice and sin. 
The staggering, blasphemous drunkard; the 
painted harlot plying her dreadful trade ; the 
filthy utterances of obscene youths ; the street 
fights of degraded women ; . the vulgarity and 
lewdness of neglected girls, cause the streets of 
a city to be a moral sewer, spreading the germs 
of deadly disease in the hearts and minds of 
all who linger long in its unholy atmosphere. 

Subject to all these hurtful influences was 
poor Bess, the very characteristics that mades 
her loveable making her also more su*eptible 
to. their evils. . - ,,__. -.■•-, •r-. x± ~ 




BESS, THE HARUM-SCARUM. 

"When Bess footed the kerb the neighbors came out and the 
court ball became a big affair." 

Bessie's home was situated in one of the 
meanest streets of Bethnal Green. Her father, 
who worked in one of the sweaitihg-shops so 
prevalent in the East-End, was a stunted, foul- 
mouthed, intemperate man ; her mother 

;A SLOVENLY VJRAGOfV / 

her brothers and sisters rough and quarrelsome, 
fit specimens of the class that ma}ce the night 
hideous with strange calls* and figure in the 
police-courts on the charge of assault and bat- 
tery. .- : - 

The home itself consisted of three dirty, ill- 
furnished rooms, each containing a bed — for 
Bessie's family numbered eight—and two in 
addition partly served as workshops, for in 
them Bess und others of the family worked at 
the » father's calling, he bringing home piece- 
work from the factory to supplement his own 
sweated wage. It can scarcely be wondered at, 
then, that under these conditions, Bess turned 
.to the streets' for her pastimes, or that her 
amusements took the form of street-dancing, 
playing , mouth-organs, or gallivanting till mid- 
night in company with young fellows unques- 
tionably pi'the "baser sort," varied with occas- 
ional visits to "the" "music hall, or witnessing 
Muggy plays from the gallery of the Standard 
Th atre, finishing up with" a visit to the pub: 
/.;yCan she be, saved? Yes! Laughing .and 
larking; Bess' was being rapidly carried ; on' by 
the river of Time towards t-h^ dark and troubled 
waters of early marriage, poverty, intemperance, 
and the'Christless death which is the fate of; so 
many of" her class, when the 'Salvation 'Afrny 
directed her barque into another channel which, 
though, black and stormy to begin with,, has at 
the end a peaceful Haven, where seas never roll 
and the sun never sets. 



Part II. 
Bess, the Slum Saint. 

"I say, Bess, the Salvation Army 'as opened 
a little show hup Boozy Lane! Wot's say if 
we p'ys 'em a visit?" 

"Right, ho !" cried the spirited Bess, always 
ready for a new sensation. 

The "show" was formerly a little grocer's 
shop; but gutted, and fitted up with seats, and 
well lighted, it presented quite a cozy Slum 
barracKs. 

The Captain and Lieutenant were jingling 
their tambourines, and the little congregation 
singing, "Will you go to the Eden above?" 
when they entered. 

" This ain't 'arf bad, is it ?" murmured 
Bessie's companion. 

"Swelp me bob, it ain't!" said Bess. 

That meeting made such, an impression upon 
wild, harum-scarum Bess that a few nights 
after she came out to the penitent form 'and 
professed to get saved. The genuineness of 
her conversion was severely tested, and, as we 
think the sequel will show, proved pure gold. 

We have, in the first part of this study, at- 
tempted to show the conditions of life that go 
to form the characters of the wild girls of the 
streets, in the hope that those who have hif " 

judged them harshly may regard "them J 
sy mpathe tically. Are we not all, more oj 
the J"""""-*" " 

"V5 



j^Kable exa! 

• grace of God tllaj this 
- spirited girl, wmise heritage, breeding, and] 
cufifftances were such as to create apd fosf 
passion for gaudy worldliness^ should brave 
scorn of companions, parental ;wrat% the \ 
tempt of relatives, be cast out of borne, j 
bear all this meekly that she might bisk, ii 
smile of Him Who is not of this world. t| 
God, Bess is not a s olitar y example of the t|| 
forming power jaP^^^fra Mfcaajid do wn 
land there are 

In the meet 
said:— 

"The old must die; the young may die. i 
after death comes the Judgment, wheii 
shalL all be judged according to the deeds dd 
in the body, whether they be good or whetl 
they be evil." " 1 

;Be,wc|rds come back to Bess with starth] 
distinctness as she lay awake one night uj 
her comfortless bed. 

"I'm young — L may die — may die to-iir 

•This haunting thought would not be bariishew 

The yellow rays of the Tamp in the sqiia&d < 
street below shone through the Mindless win-' 
dow, lighting up the dingy room, and throwing 
upon the grimy walls, wherever she turned her, 
eyes, the sentence : "MAY DIE TO-NIGHT !" 

A younger sister lay still and sleeping by 
her side, the pale face looking strangely white 
in the filtered rays of the incandescent lamp- 

ftrfct. ; . 

Has v'Ria died?" Bess thought. To her 
startled eyes she appeared to be dead. No! 
shernoves. 




BBSS, THB SLUM SAINT, 

'J As she sang, the beautiful words gpiahed forth aa full-throated 
* aa when the thrush in spring": ' 
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Bess breathed more freely. Then 
like 

A Sharp Blow 

between her eyes, came again the 
thought—" I MAY DIE TO-NIGHT I" 

Bess sprang from her "bed, and in 
that strangely quiet hour, for the first 
time in her whole life, offered up a 
prayer to God. 

She prayed that God would prolong 
her life till the next meeting at the 
Army barracks, when she would get 
saved. 

Poor Bess ! So knowing in Bethnal 
Green wisdom, yet so ignorant con- 
cerning the things of God ! She did 
not even know that God would save 
her as she knelt there in that room. 

Bess kept that promise. The next 
night, anxious to be made ready to 
die, and full of gratitude to Him Who 
died in her stead, she sought and 
found Him Whom her soul so longed 
for, and was, by the patient Captain 
and God's Holy Spirit, taught how she 

should live to please Him. 

* * * * 

"Bess 'as joined the Salvation Army, 
I 'ears 3" said one of her male pals to 
his mate, a short time after her con- 
version. 
H ^Garn ! Who're yer agettin' at?" 
, was the reply. 

"Strite, she 'as. Gone clear off her 
->! . — -—- :■ 

sed so?" V 

iBowler seed, 'er plying on a 
pine np4feeJjinela,w| 



front c*' the whole shdol 
Swears an' cusses, an' done 
lowed t(f rile Bess. Nearly cd 
fkln' 'er, in fact." 
wot does Bess do ?" 
hn, old man, simply nufflu !" 
In't jaf back?" ■■■ / i>% 

W" 
|n't run the. old woman Inter the 



n't bust aht cryinV 

[the bio 



in the most unrestrained manner, 
heaped torrents of abuse upon the 
head of her daughter. High above tne 
sound of the voices united in chorus 
rang the woman's words of vitupera- 
tion, until the Captain, deeming discre- 
tion the better part of valor, moved her 
force away, leaving the neighbors to 
deal with 

The Angry Mother, 
for they, seeing no reason to alter 
their liking for Bess, took up her case 
and argued it with no uncertain 
sounds, and plenty of them. 

As may be imagined, the home-life 
of Bess became more and more un- 
happy after this incident. But Bess, 
upheld by Divine power, continued to 
conduct herself like a true Blood-and- 
Pire soldier, and in her home, the 
hall, and street testified to the joys 
of salvation. Her old companions re- 
spected her consistency, even if they 
did not act upon her counsel. 

All this time Bess was possessed of 
a great ambition— she wanted to get 
into uniform. But money was scarce. 
However, by dint of great self-denial, 
she managed to save enough to pur- 
chase a bonnet and material for a 
dress, Vfhich the Captain made up for 
her. 

One Sunday afternoon there was a 
sensation in Blackberry Lane. 
,7- The followinjg reveals the cause 
thereof :— 

"'Ave you seen 'er?" cried a slattern- 
lX wnmun, running into the house next 

wlMjjS; said slattern number 

She's got 'em or^* 

St an'" — dress. 

are enougBTthere was Bess, radi- 
ant, and in full uniform. 

"Wot ho, Bess !" chorused, the. on- 
lookers; and expressed their opinion, in 
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man ! She 'as ! Gone 

^off *6D dot, I tell yer!" 

foregoing dialogue showed In 

^degree the sensation that 

ie's. con version caused among the 

pits of Bethnal Green, and their 

seWe of a change in the once 

k:e B%s. ^ ' < 

|| tOjjk toj&e- Salvation meetings 
. away. Churches and chapels 
Wouldn't "a-bear 'em." Had been 
to two or three mission services, but 
^£L voted them "slow." 
i ' '■ , There was nothing slow about the 
Army meetings. Their freedom and 
fervour harmonized well with her 
strenuous disposition. She loved the 
singing. 

Bess was a fairly good singer her- 
self. She had a clear, melodious voice, 
and sufficient sentiment to sing with 
expression. Her songs, however, had 
hitherto been of the "Daisy Bell," and 
"Little bit off the top." order. 

The Captain soon discovered Bessie's 
talent, and taught her 

Other and Sweeter Songs, 

which Bess soloed with great accept- 
ance; in. the meetings. '•; . \ 
OjdV; Sunday afternoon' the Captain. 
took 1 "£er Mtfclfe, band down to, Black- 
a berry tane for an open-air meeting. 
Bess;. was 1 asked to sing- ; she sang, 

/rage there ids my every debt to pay." 

J t sW sang, the sweet remembrance 
j^od's' forgiving! grace filled her, 
ml, and on the wings of song the 
beautiful words gushed f orth as f ull- 
" ,hroated as when the, thrush., of Spring-' 
thne-dfogp to its Makeis. She sang un- 
til 'a, hush' came over the' motley crowd, 
and the gracious salvation words fell 
like lloney-drops. upon ears unaccus- 
tome^rfo, such sweetness. 
Bes»eg;an the'yerse— 3?UJ , \ 

"All thet fivers of Thy grite v T. claim." 

Thit 4 verse was never concluded, for 
like a veritable bull of Bas^an, ner 
mother rushed from the house, and, 



By BRIGADIER GASKIN. 




" His blood can make the vilest clean, 
Hib blood avails for me." -""<- 

THE night following the one on 
which, G gave his heart to God 

was a joyous one, indeed ! Alflr that 
Monday the devil had tempted and 

j triedribim, but he had thoroughly de- 
termined to become* a true Salvation- 
ist, and although, it ! w£s a very heavy 
cross, he made his way to the open-air 
meeting and joined the march to the 
hall/ That night he had the joy of 
seeing his mother seeking mercy ; so 
mother arid son went home rejoicing 
together in the Saviour. 

But things were not going to run 
quite smooth yet. The father and 
husband did not like the Army ; he 
objected to " These new-fangled re- 
ligions,'* and the way in which he 
stated his objections was quite forc- 
ible, if not polite ! However, love and 
prayer prevailed. As time rolled on 
these objections ceased. Mother and 
son were permitted to enjoy the pleas- 
ure of being Salvationists undisturbed 
by any. Interference at home. Prayer 

,\ was continuously offered up by both 
for 'the 'salvation of the father, who 
; occasionally even could be detected 
listendiijgij at a distance to the, Army!s \ 
open-air 'meeting. 

'■ - It was Christmas Day. Matters had 
so much changed during the past few 

* "months, that mother and son were 

l even;nbW permitted- to bring Salva- 

tlonlsV* friends to the houses /.and on, 

this day a party .of Salvationists had 

been invited to tea. The singing. and 

, .prayer which followed was much en- 

^'ipyed by ajfly and not least by the 

^erstwhile objecting father, who, when 

) !! the party got ready, to leave for .the 

* meeting, expressed himself as highly 
delighted with the company of the 
Salvationists.. 

After meeting there was a short 
family Christmas gathering, the last 
at which all the members' of that 



a loud manner ; but all agreed that 
she "looked like a lidy !" 

Alas, poor Bess ! The sight of the 
uiform was to her hostile family like 
a red rag to a mad bull. They storm- 
ed and raged, and one Sunday, night, 
a few weeks later, Bess, with rueful 
countenance, made her appearance at 
the officers' quarters just as they were 
retiring to rest— driven from home. 

Though cast out, she was not utter- 
ly forsaken, for the Captain took her 
in, comforted her, and finally got a 
situation as domestic servant for her. 

Here Bess had liberty to attend the 
Army meetings, and got on very well 1 . 
Her mistress was kind and sympathe- 
tic, and Bess tried hard to please. Of 
course, her previous life had not qual- 
ified her for restriction and domestic 
drudgery, but she stuck to her task 
with humble heroism worthy of all 
praise. 

The great comfort of Bessie's life 
was when her Sunday out came round. 
She would then go to the meeting in 
the afternoon, take her tea with the 
officers, and be present at the night 
meeting. Bess feasted on this exper- 
ience all the fortnight through. 

Bess has now served under three 
Captains at the corps, and each speaks 
well of her sincerity and goodness. 
She rewarded her parents' evil treat- 
ment with good, by contributing to 
their support from her wages. This 
so completely won over her family 
that when Bess, for reasons creditable 
to herself, desired a change of situa- 
tion, they were anxious— her violent 
mother as well— that she should come 
home and stay with them. 

Tstt ux me present, at 
will soon be taking another situation. 
May her Christian life shine brighter 
and brighter unto the perfect day, and 
thus bring gliory to the Power that can 
transform a wild girl of >the slums into 
•■an industrious, pious young woman. 



family were present, and thus closed 
the happiest Christmas they aOH had 
known. " .- 

Salvation makes much difference, 
even in the, best regulated homes, and 
thus it was here. That little informal 
gathering, of Salvationists, with their 
joyful songs and earnest prayers, had, 
by the blessing of Gbd, produced a 
most powerful impression on the 
father's heart and mind, which was to 
ultimately lead him to the Saviour's 
side. 

Some months later the son left for 
the Training Home, and with big tears 
in his eyes the father. said, " Good-bye, 
and God Mess you, my boy I" 

That father was daily lifted to the 
throne of grace in burning, fervent 
prayer that God would save him, and - 
though it seemed a long time before 
the answer came, faith held oh. At 
last, after seven long years, the long' 
barred heart's door was opened, his 
sins were blotted out, and he. became 
a new creature. What rejoicing there 
was In that household I The one cloud 
that had hung in the sky had been 
dispersed, and the whole family was 
now in the Kingdom of God. 

So faith at last found Its reward- 



On the following morning it 
was found that the father 
had grown much worse during the 
night He could breathe only With 
difficulty. 

The doctor is called ; he is much 
afraid the illness is very serious. He 
will return in an hour. Meanwhile the 
postman calls with a letter. 

"Here is a photo, father," whispers 
the gentle, anxious wife. 

" Let me see it," gasps the sick 
man. The tears are in his eyes. "They 
cannot come, so they send their 
photo. I shall not see them again on 
earth." 

"Don't say that," sobs mother. 

The doctor calls again. "Sorry to 
tell you," he says, "that the situation 
is most grave— it is pneumonia ; send 
for your son if you wish him to see 
his father alive." 

A letter is sent, but before it reaches 
its destination the loving father com- 
mends his family to the Heavenly Fa- 
ther's care, and in a few minutes slips 
away into eternity, resting upon his 
Saviour's bosom. 



H. 

" Happy if with my latest breath, 
I may but gasp His name." 

IT was Christmas Day again. 
1 In the one home all the members of 
the family had gathered to dinner ; 
no, not all— one was absent ! His face 
had been missed from the usual 
Christmas gathering for the last seven 
years. "Too busy to coine." "Cannot 
get away," Have some special meetV 
ings," thus wrote, the, officer-son year 
after-year ; he was again absent, and 
never was missed so much as now. 
"We wanted them to come so much,". 
• said the mother, for the son I had v „ a 
wife and daughter. . 

"Yes," replied the father, "It seems 
sometimes as if we would never 
have a complete family gathering ■&■,•■, 
gain, but while he is doing the Lord's- 
work we must not complain." 

That night the^ mother, who had 
been to, the' Army meeting, noticed on 
her return that the husband did not 
appear to be well, and suggested" an 
early retirement, 



III. 



Victory ! VlctoryJ, through, the blood 
of the Lamb that was slain ! 

Victory ! Victory ! We shall meet in 
the morning again, 

IT was Sunday night, two days after 
Christmas. 

A good crowd had tramped through 
the snow and gathered in the Salva- 
tion Army barracks. The leader of 
the, meeting, was the absent son of our 
j||ory. . He is an Ensign now, and is 
fi out specialling for the week-end." 
He is dealing earnestly with the peo- 
ple before him, speaking of the Brevity 
of llif e and jtehe certainty of death. 

"Ah, some family represented here 
to-night may be desolated by death 
taking away some loved one ; he may 
make his cruel way silently, stea.chily, 
but surely even now, and claim the 
one least expected— alas I it may be 
you. u Are you ready ?" 

That night several sought pardon 
through the blood of .Jesus, and the 
Ensign returned to his billet rejoicing, 
not suspecting the sorrow that would 
break in upon his heart on the morrow. 

On the following morning the En- 
sign returned to his regular duties 
again, and on arrival at the office 
found a letter awaiting him. He read 
the missive and his fingers tffembledy 
for was not the message painfully 
short: "Come home at ■ once if you 
wish to see your father alive," it be- 
gan. ... ■ ■ 

An early train carried him towards 
his old home. How slow the traip 
seemed to travel; would it ever reach 
the place! But finally the village 
comes in sight. Yonder is the old 
stone bridge spanning the river. The 
ti|ain, is slackening speed,' and stops. 
A friend accosted the Ensign on alight- 
ing from the train : "So you have cornel 
home ; it was very sudden— only Ml 
two days-%nd but fifty-seven years of 
age." 

The Ensign, followed with. a dull, 
heavy weight upon his heart ; his one 
great desire since conversion had been 
to be permitted to be at his father's 
side in his dying hour, and to sing and 
pray his spirit .away to a better coun- 
try, but this was not to be. 

After the affectionate meeting be- 
tween mother and son, the former 
^said, " He's gone ! Poor father is 
gone. Yesterday afternoon he slipped 
peacefully away without a murmur." 

"What were his. last words ?" 

"Oh, my, boy, he was only ill a 
few hours. About two. o* clock yester- 
day he. r called me to his side, clasped 
.my hand in his, and said, 'Thy will be 
done,' and then the heavy, labored 
breath ceased. He was gone." 

The Ensign climbed the stairs, sup- 
porting his widowed mother, in 
company with his two sisters and 
brothers. Tears filled his eyes, and a 
choking sob was in his throat as the 
i death chamber was entered, and as he 
i reverently placed a kiss on the cold, 
pale brow of the beloved father, the 
weeping mother said, "Thy will be 
done." . *' ; ' : - ■, 
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Two Thoughts Suggested 

by a 

, » » Great Picture , , , 



By DIEUT.-COLONEL MBS. BEAD. 

The Sistine Madonna— "the Madonna di San Sisto"—the last and greatest 
of Eaphael's Madonnas, was painted by the famous artist early in the six- 
teenth century. It is supposed by historians to have first been displayed 
in Rome in the Vatican Chapel of Sixtus IV. At present it forms the gem 
of the valuable collection of paintings in the Art Museum of Dresden, in 
the Kingdom of Saxony, Germany. 






THOUGHT ONE. 

u And God saw everything Ee had made, wnd 
behuld, it was very good."— Gen. i. 31, 

' " The people have seen a great light."— Isa ix. 2 ; 

Matt iv 16. 

WO ideas, the mystery of 
' j+ human redemption, and 
^ the mystery of Divine 
Providence, suggested 
by Raphael's master- 
piece, the Sistine Ma- 
r/ hms^n donna, have been trying 
for some days to assume tangible form 
in my mind. The subjects are pro- 
found, and I can, in this brief article, 
jgnly give inadequate expression to a 
few simple thoughts. 

As. we pause and gaze a moment on 
the features of the Infant Jesus, the 
embodiment and manifestation of the 
Father's unfathomable love, we are re- 
minded of the cause of His advent, 
and we remember the first storm- 
cloud of sin and sorrow which burst 
upon a perfect, happy universe. Into 
.the peaceful beauty of that first gar- 
den stole the destroyer. Eve obeyed 
tl^ra~btle voice that told of unknown 
wisdom, and with her lord shared 
the "■forbidden thing, and received into 
her .own heart the serpent's sting of 
anguish. The sunlight of Omnipotent 
presence was extinguished, the sha- 
dows of a dreadful darkness gathered 
upon the horizon, all the music ceased, 
the harmony became a discord, and 
the beauty a reproach.. Justice swung 
her sword across the ojice^opeh gates, 
and the giufltyi pair, bearing their , 
shame, passed from Eden's delight out 
into the night. But mercy stretched 
out her hand and announced tne "way 
back" to Paradise and God, "Thy 
seed shall bruise his head," was the 
promise and hope sprung into being. 
Nearly forty centuries drifted by, 
kingdoms rose and fell, nations were 
born and passed out of time's arena, 
a world was washed away, and though 
ibherprophets and patriarchs thundered 
fStttie Reiteration of the covenant, It. 
looked as though. Jehovah bad forgot- 
ten His word. . \ 
* ;■■.• **-+■•' * ■■ ■■■■■■■ ,■ : 

One morning, a star, sparKing with 
unearthly radiance, poured out its 
luminous light athwart the eastern sky 
and pointed the watching groups upon 
the hill-sides to a spot, where the pro- 
mise was fulfilled, and where He 
'Whose name Is Wonderful found His 
first resting-place, clasped in tender, 
maternal affection in the bosom of the 
Holv Mother. We have but few pass- 
ing fflimpses into the life of beauty of 
the nure-minded, loving Mary, thewo- 
man honored by the Lord more than 
any other, for to her was given the 
privilege of nestling to her heart the 
Baby Christ, soothe the Baby sorrows, 
and first teacH the Baby feetto wadk 
ui the earth path, which He ,. ever 
found a thorny one. "may be that 
the Holy SpMt, in ducting, thft 
chronicles of Biblical truth remember- 
ed how early in the morning of the 
world'I history men began to worship 
Se creature instead of^eOreator^, 
Ld to regard the wordj^of Thoa 
Salt not!" rather than "Thou shalt 
Sr^ie," of Jehovah ; aud, segng 
^ futurity that the Church of^od 
£ould drift into a dangerous adora, 
tW of the blessed Virgin, purposely 
^hheld much, that would be of most 
Sous interest to all who love. the 
ISt But through her, woman.^up-, 
o^n whose brow the brand of disobed- 
Vence first left its impress, was honor- 
ed in the motherhood of the world's 
Saviour. # ^ % • , 

Mv oen fails to indite anything fresi' 
abmlt Se J 'old story-.; It. has been 
- tft repeated, written ,b^ av^llon 
hands, depicted. by^ umnurnbered 
brushes, told W cmiim-po^ 
chanted by hosts of chotisters. Dusky 



faces have sung it by camp fires in 
outbursts of new-born joy. Trembl- 
ing voices have penetrated liquid 
flames and martyrs' fires, and ascend- 



ed from Boman amphitheatre, prison 
cell, reeking dungeon, torturous rack, 
and lowly pallet. The blessed story 
has no new aspect, and yet, with the 
joy-bells of another Christmas-tide 
ringing out their glad message, it comes 
back to our heart with a refreshing 
newness which must be wafted by 
heavenly visitants on the wing of hope 
and fa4th from the world of life and 
love. 

The Christ— He Who knew no sin- 
took upon Himself the form of hu- 
manity, God-man, to go without the 
camp, that through His death, His 
passion, His resurrection and ascen- 
sion it is possible for the restoration 
to the human family of all that was 
lost by sin in Paradise, To ail who 




by faith in His name shall fight the 
fight of faith and overcome, shall be 
given "to eat of the tree of life, which 
is in the Paradise of God." Oh, bless- 
ed hope ! oh, glorious assurance ! oh, 
joyful confidence — all may (live 
througn Him. Bing the bells louder, 
wave the banners more enthusiastic- 
ally, sing the praises more fervently, 
proclaim the news more earnestly, 
gather up all the memories of the past, 
and all the hopes of the future, and 
in one grand hallelujah chorus, fling 
back to heaven and God a ringing 
anthem that shall find Its echo and 
answer in the voices of angels and the 
heart of a glorified Conqueror. 

"Where do you find your answer for 
these mysterious questions ?" said an 
agnostic to me the other day. "In- 
Jesus," was my reply. "He is the 
Answer to all our arguments, He is 
the Healer of all our wounds, the 
Soother of all our sorrows, the Dryer 
of all our tears, the Cleanser of all our 
sins. Oh, blessed solution of 
the mystery of divine redemption. 
Christ all and In all, waiting to lift a 
poor, struggling, sad, disappointed 
world up to heaven and God. 



THOUGHT TWO. 

" Coating allyour care upon Him, for H§ccs/retK 
for you"— T Peter v, 7. 

N old tradition informs us that 
when this wonderful j picture. 



cumulated debris of years^ Under the 
dark shade, which all spectators had * 
considered clouds, were revealed 
bright, smiling angel-faced cherubs. 

As I gazed, some months ago, in a 
large art gallery in an American city, 
at a reproduction of this wondrous 
work of skill, I remembered this story,: 
and while my attention was held en- 
thralled by the exquisite faces ...in 
which is -depleted, in living touches, 
all the traits of sweet, unsullied 
childhood, fresh from Heaven's- home, 
my heart was melted in great tender- 
ness, and instinctively my mind grasp- 
ed after the lesson* to be learnt from 
the incident. May' I pass the thought 
to someone to whom Christmas will tt«t.g 
bring unalloyed happiness ? ,, 4 

Angels in the clouds.. Yes, surely ; 
dark, . grim,- ominous, light-obgcuring 
and threatening as they seem.: Though 
they overcast the pathway, shuttir 
out the sun's gleaming, or the star's 
shining, a master-hand r Will turn 
back, their dark folds— for "behind a 
frowning providence He Hides ,a smil- 
ing face." Life has many tkngles. 
. God's hand holds the skein, He ^alone 
can unravel the threads. 
-. '"It I could be quite sure. that, 'all 
things' do work together for my good, 
I should be perfectly satisfied," said a 
dear saint of God the other da>, "but 
I am so imperfect, you know." --"Yes, 
my friend, your charac^rls^.hc^i; fin- 
ished yet ; now we know In part only, 
by-and-bye "we shall know as we are 
Ikn'own.*' ^Now," continued my friend, 
"I feel more imperfect than I did'lfive 
years- ago." "Yes, it is a good thing 
/•you -realize it * That,' J -think, is' an 
* evidence that you see yourself as you 
are."" This Christian was. pure gold, 
. and has been burnished in the furnace 
' of mysterious, unexplainable provid- 
ences, and who can estimate: how 
much the, shadows have meant in. the 
perfecting of some lives ? ■■ *• _ ._, 

Ah, beloved reader, while man.y 
hearts are light and glad, and smiles 
chase the shades from other.cheeks at 
this festive time, is your mind oppress- 
ed by perplexing, unanswered ques- 
tions ? Is there no solving of life's 
problems ? Has there been no realiz- 
ation of the brightest ambitions of 
your soul, the pet desires of your 
youthful purpose ? Your Father's 
hand will sweep away the cobwebs 
some day, and the light of an eternal 
childhood will burst upon your vision. 
We cannot see beyond the veil, we 
only understand the loneliness and 
desolation of the pain of the poor/ 
: human heart which wS throb andj 
ache for "the touch of a vanished hanj§ 
and the sound of a voice that is still." 
But the cloud will be rifted, the sunny, 
cherub face will) smile, and sorrj 
■ billow will cease its surging, V* 
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Glimpses of Jamaica. 



How the Salvation War is Waged in the 
British West Indies. 



"J\ 



BY CAPT. RICHARDSON. 

COUPLE of pineapples in the Lord's 
name!" 

This was " commandeering " of a 
truth. The person to whom this some- 
what startling demand was addressed had been 
attracted by the sound of our 
horses' approach, and 
left his house 



"Sun berry hot dis morning, massa." 
We agreed that it was hot. Had he heard of 
the great Rock beneath which weary souls could 
shelter from the fierce rays of temptation and 
danger? 

This is a typical scene in country life in Ja- 
maica. There is scarcely any need for the trav- 
eler, be he Salvationist or otherwise, even to 
"commandeer" the necessaries for his journey- 
ings, for the country abounds in all manner of 
luxurious fruits, etc., and no kinder hearts exist 
anywhere than in the natives of the 
interior. If he has a 
partiality 



success, which we hail with gratitude and de- 
light. 

" They would come to meet you," said Ensign 
Mead, as he greeted us a couple of miles outside 
Delveland. He was surrounded by a company 
of two-score uniformed Salvationists who gave 
us an enthusiastic reception, and marched us 
into the village, which was en fete for the oc- 
casion. A white officer or special is seldom seen 
in these parts, and many know little of the Army 
outside their own Island, but here was the real 
Blood-and-Fire spirit as genuine and enthusi- 
astic as in any part of the world. We had a 
rousing meeting at night, and four souls sought 
salvation. 

"Souls are born in the fire in Jamaica, at 
any rate," we agreed, as we wended our way to 
our billet. 

Jamaicans are naturally religious, but Un- 
fortunately, with a large number, religion is 
a matter of sentiment and emotion, which 
does not exist as a practical force against the 
almost inherent sins and practices of their 
'ives. Scarcely fertile ground this for a 
policy of red-hot aggression and a 
doctrine of " no compromise," but the 
standard has been fearlessly hoisted and 
maintained, and the outcome has been 
the raising up of an effective and loyal 
force of Salvationists who are living to 
prove the reality of the power of God 
to save and to keep. 




*T-i 



to take stock of the invaders. We were three — . 
Brigadier Gale, with Adjutant Bax and myself 
—and we had pulled up after a hot, wearying 
ride over several miles qi mountain-track, to 
rest and refresh ourselves and our animals. 

As a "new hand," I thought the Adjutant's- , 
request somewhat of a big order, and feared, 
the native might be offended. My fears, how- 
ever, were speedily proved to be groundless, for, 
by the time we had dismounted, the dear fellow 
had returned, bringing some of the most luscious > 
fruit one could desire. We assured kirn of our 
appreciation of his kind --provision as we pre- 
pared to resume our journey. 



for bananas, . oranges, pine- 
apples, or mangoes, he will be 
■able to feast to his heart's con- 
tent. 

The Salvation Army is mak- 
ing steady headway in the " Is- 
. land of Springs," and we have 
at present. in the Colony over 
50 Corps, and, with the excep- 
tion of three, these are all work- 
ed by native officers, nine of 
whom hold Staff rank. . This 
speaks volumes for the infallibil- 
ity of the principle underlying 
the Army's world-wide mission- 
ary -operations, viz. ', that every 
country and colony have within 
themselves the elements of their 
own life arid salvation. - 

-The commercial outlook of 

"■■"•* V the Colony during the past' few 

. years;' Ms,, been far from encouraging, and- the 
failure of the industries has* caused extreme 
poverty In many parts. These years have tried, 
the "faith and devotion of many workers in the 
cause of Jamaica's salvation, and it is hardly to 
be wondered at that there has been a steady 
." thinning-out "*. amongst the leaders and work- 
ers or "the Missions and Churches, necessitating 
the closing of a great many. The Jlf t^gfyt has 
been a long one, but notwithstanding this the 
Flag of the' Blood and Fire has been kept way-,; 
mg, arid the toil and patience of' our dear officers 
are being rewarded by signs of daybreak, for 
there are evidences of returning prosperity and 



Brigadier Rolf e has just farewelled after six 
years' command of our forces, and the Island 
is being divided into three Divisions. ThelTe^v r * 
Divisional Officers are being appointed shortly, 
and Jamaica will thus form an important part 
of the West Indian Territory, under Brigadier 
Gale, whose Headquarters are at Barbadoes. 

Qm speed the war in Jamaica ! 




The Light of Life. 



r HE Night hath a thousand eyes,. 
The Day but one; 

I|ut the light of the whole world dies 
1 At set of sun. 

<■• <S> ., : ' . 

The Mind has a thousand eyes, 

The Heart but one; „ 

But the light of the whole life dies 
, When Love is done. 

'0^©00>300<3W©G^OO(>OoOooOodOOOO^&a®(>00 
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"SALLIE, DEAR." 



$ AY, Sal, old pal, I 'eard a lark strike up 'er 
merry note 
T'other day, 
Down this way. 
We wos diggin' arter hours, 'cos we broke 

the prison rules, 
An' we slacked work to 'arken like a pack o' 
lovesick fools. 
An' I felt, 'pon my soul I did, a sinkin' in the 
throat, 
For it brought to mind a memory o' you. 
Lord — it's true, 
Thoughts o' you, 
As you was when first I loved you, Sallie 
dear. 



isas^n^md^- 




We're 'ardened brutes; the lot of us— the chap- 
lain tells us so: 

. ■■ %*.?**** >■■'?* Satan's' "Own, 

Christ's Out-thrown. 
But' there wasn't one as didn't wince in all the 

ploughin' gang, 
Or feel their 'arts grow softer as that little 
beggar sang, 
An' J blubbered like a baby. Why? 'Ang me 
if I know. 
^a^e^jftetl sorter if elt 'ow wrong I'd treated you — 
Straight, I did, 
An' no kidf 
'Ow I'd changed your smiles to mournin', 
-««~ --^Sallie dear. " '.>,... ,^: 



I see you now in court, old gal, the kiddy on 
your arm, 

Jest the same,* 
Brave an' game, 
An' the judge's raspin' sentence runs stream- 
in' through my ears ; 





An' I see you as I seed you then, smilin' 
through your tears ; 
An' I ''ear your whisper— 'don't you fret—the 
boy won't come to harm, 
For th^ Friend o' little children understands." 

True, I ain't 
■iiv.'.- '' i' No white saint, ■ , :[ .. i 

But yer kinder brought Tm 'ome then, Sallie 
dear. 

I've sat an' lied in solitude 'alf drearnin' in my 
cell, "" . 

Livin' through 
. Days wiv you. J - 

O Lord! to walk abroad unwatched, td-mock 
J the mockin' qhain, 



To drink the air of liberty, to know myself 
again; 



FOSSILIZATION. 





To feel I own a will once more. I'm ramblin', 
eh? Ah, well, 
Only slaves can teach the free wot freedom 
means; 

For no light 
Follows night, 
But each mornin' brings death closer, Sallie 
dear. 

An' so I've lingered 'ere for years — jest look 
around the room — 
Think, old wite, 
Doomed for life, 
Where 'uman love ain't ever seen, where 

speakin' ranks as crime; 
Where one day apes another so, we lose' ac- 
count of time; 
Where buried 'ope aft' manhood : rot inside a 
prison tomb, 
An' the dreams men dream of freedom reap 
despair; 

Night an' day 
Pass away, 
But they leave no smiles behind 'em, Sallie 
dear. 

Well, then I must 'ave sickened; for they sent 
me out to plough 

'Ere last May— * ?j> 
'Eaven's own day. 
O Lord! the dew of mornin' then— the light, 

the space, the green, 
The air, the sense of breathin' free, the won- 
der of that scene; 
The world was made for me that day — it comes 
afore me now, 
An' I 'ear, 
Low an' clear, 
That sweet song which brought me gladness, 
Sallie dear. 

An' now I'm back in 'awspital — ah ! Sal, jest 
take my 'and— 
I don't fear 
When you're near; 
It's only when I'm left alone I feel afraid to - 

die. 
The white-washed walls, the 'ush, the night, 
the soul's despairin' cry; 
The tread of feet, the gloom without, the un- ■ 
known, 'idden land. 
An' that mighty Judge of all men learn to 
dread. 

So I lie, 
Glad to die, 
For I 'old I've bought my freedom, Sallie 
dear. 

P Lord! the hours I : ve toiled in v^ki-^the 
broken years I've seen, 
Sigh an' tear 
Anchor "'ere. 
But to my dull an' 
achin' e Y e 
' there comes 
a light at last, 
Grim skeletons 
an' shadows 
of a dimmed 
an' banished 

Ah! Sal. old wife, 
what might 
'ave been ! 
' "That cryr—what might , 'ave been ! 
But 'E 'ears it— for "'E calls me — an' — I go ! 
Ay, sweet light 
« Crowns my night, 

An' the dawn of ages guides me, ^allie dear. 
' ' Scott Craven. . 



BY STAFF-CAPT. ARCHIBALD. 

<j^ OSSILIZATION cannot be produced 
wf 'without certain laws of nature operating 
3 on matter ; that which once possessed life, 
but through time, place, or circumstances, 
from a state of inaction has been turned into a 
petrified form, producing in stone that which 
once had place in organic life. 

There are causes that favor fossilization. 
The contact of mineral matter with that which 
it? organic will often produce fossilization. 
Flowing lava from volcanic eruptions has made 

FOSSILS OF WHOLE CITIES 

of which Herculaneum, and Pompeii are ex- 
amples. A fossilized lake, now extinct, is known 
in Utah as "Runcville," while the magnificent 
Yellowstone Park boasts of a petrified forest 

Briefly, let us look upon fossils in a spiritual 
sense. They are found in the Church of Christ, 
and were in vogue in the days of Paul, whom 
he mentioned as "having the form of godliness 
but denying the power thereof." In the 
spiritual life there is the same law in force, 
hence a person or organization, or anything that 
is behind the age in spiritual matters, may be 
termed antiquated, or out of date. Inactivity 
will produce fossilization inj(^|HBttitaLlife as 
well as in the temporal. 

If, in the spiritual life, oj 
not keep pace with the age 1 __„ 
we should reach a state whereliom? 
merit' could be made, we come -to'the BoncluiToM 
that "we know it all," having no room for ad- 
vancement ; then we would tend to fossilization. 
The World, the flesh, and the devil would like 
to fossilize all the spiritual life of this age, and 
make humanity believe that the vital spark of 
godliness does not exist in the world, only in 
the fossilized form of some patron saint of old, 

THE LAW OF CHANGE 

is one of the great factors in the Army world 
which hinders the law of fossilization 
its petrifying influences oh 
people. Change is ever in vi 
ganized and aggressive cor 
changed, trie character -of t _ _ 

changing, yet we keep the same truth foremost^ 
in every action or movement of the battle. Ac- 
tive bodies cannot fossilize. The all-alive offi- 
cer will keep his people from fossilising. Every 
soldier has something to do, and in the perform- 
ance of that dutyjie is kept from becorning^a 

fossil, , . "'■'" . " r4 ' : 't ''■' : :' T ' -'"•'""' 

Alas ! all our officers and soldiers are not ac- 
tive bodies; "would to. God they were." I have 
seen spiritual fossils even in the Ar-rriy. They 
, do not hold to any advance or progress in* mat-** 
ters of the war. They proverbially talk of the 
"good old days," "what we used to be," etc, 
1 hey chill every active proposition which would 
bring the work of God and the Flag to the front. 
They are not fond of a scheme which would, en- 
tail thought, life or action. Where they once 
possessed this life and victory, they now look 
at the difficulty, and the possibility of defeat. 
Where they once used to glory in the cross and 
the suffering found' in all aggressive warfare, 
they are now found dead under its weight. In 
the- occupation of their commands they 

" KNOW THE WHOLE SITUATION," 

Nothing moves or disturbs them now. They 
used to sympathize and even weep at the touch 
with- the sinful and sorrowful. Mammon in 
various forms has fastened itself upon them. 
The once beautiful and useful spiritual life has 
been turned into a spiritual fossil. 

One never knows how far the law of fossil- 
ization has gone in its operation till some action 
is demanded. A host of difficulties then pre- 
sent themselves for consideration, crying ; 
"What have we to do with thee, thou Law of 
Change ?" Let us officers thank God for 
changes of command ; they have saved the sit- 
uation thousands of times. Especially where 
the command has been held for a long time" 
is there imminent danger of settling into, a rut 
of work and becoming a fossil. 

Look well into your spiritual life, keep at 
work, and never let a day pass by without 
stirring' up the soul's deep fountain springs to 
, a* truer realization of duty and privilege. 
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Reminiscences of Former 
Days. 






By MAJOB COLLIER. 
DO THEY STAND ? 

IT was in a Sunday afternoon meet- 
ing that Joe and Will sought the 
Lord. The Orange Hall, in which we 
held our meetings, and which seated 
about seven hundred people, was filled 
to the doors, as was customary Sun- 
day after Sunday. 

The meeting had gone on in about 
the usual way, and during the testi- 
mony meeting the Captain was speak- 
ing of the grace of God that was suffi- 
cient under every circumstance in life, 
both in sickness and health, when 
suddenly, in the midst of his talk, a 
great commotion was noticed in a cer- 
tain part of the barracks, and present- 
ly two fine, strapping fellows, each 
about six feet high, were seen coming 
over the.,tops of the seats to the penit- 
ent form, where they literally "fen 
of their life's 
failure. ! ^gg|ttie work of a 
ain to get his 
Where they 
(payer for the 
aen, and it was 

wrm _^ T Jthey were both on their 

testifying fO- having found 'the 
"Pearl of greatest price." 

They both took their stand as sol- ' 
diers at once. As they had been 
formerly out-and-out for the devil, 
they now thought nothing too much to, 
do for their new Master, always being 
ready to tell what great sinners they 



the new converts gave their testimon- 
ies, and were not afraid to let all 
know that they had found salvation. 
We sang another song, read a few 
verses from the Word of God, and 
gave another invitation, when three 
more came to Jesus. We finished the 
meeting amidst much rejoicing, near 
the mid-night hour, and arrived back 
at our quarters about two o'clock in 
the morning, feeling very tired, but 
happy, and ready for another feast of 
the same kind the next night 
_<§> 

JUST IN TIME. 

D 'S mother died when he was only a 
u child, in fact, little more that an 
infant, and as there were several 
children in the family, the father was 
thankful to have some friends come to 
his assistance and offer to care for 
some of the motherless little ones until 
they were oHd enough to care for them- 
selves. 

B. was taken by a kind genu.eman, 
who provided for him as for his own 
son. As B. grew older he manifested 
a strong desire to have his own way, 
and being deprived of the tender love 
and wise eounsel of a mother, and the 
firm guiding hand of a father, he was 
soon going! down the steep decline to 
ruin. Mixing up with other bad boys 
of the town, he got into many scrapes 
which often grieved the heart of his 
kind benefactor, as well as that of his 
own father. 

When B. had reaebed the age at 
Which he was able to; commence to 
earn his own living, a situation was 
secured for hjm, but he had' only been 
, vthere a short time when he stole some 
of : his* employer's goods. He soon 
found himself in the hands of the law, 
and. behind the prison bars;. B. was 
eighteen years of age when he again 
found himself a free boy, and yet any- 



„. __ . — „ thing but free from the bondage of sin 

had been, and how God, for Christ's-, and evil- habits."" 

sake^had saved them, Joe was one- siortly after this, on a Xmas, eve, 

of the worst n*en ; in the town, had the Salvation Army opened fire on the 



been a gneat drunkard and"" fighter, 
and a terror to the neighborhood 
Softer • fighting* for 
old corps that 
fold," both Joe 
to other . parts of 
jit onj&e connecteTT 
the corps in jhe 
places where they settled. 

It is now nearly 14 years since the 
writer conducted that Sunday after- 
noon meeting, and only a short time 
ago he heard that Joe was the Sergfc,- 
Sajor at P- — , and Will a soldier at 
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town where B. lived. Almost from 
the beginning he attended their meet- 
ings, and in a short time was under 
deep conviction. Welf do I remember 
the * night when B., with nineteen 
others, knelt in the old store that the 
Army had converted into a barracks, 
and gave himself fully to God. He 
immediately took a firm stand for God 
and jtried in. every way to make 
amends for 

Past Wasted Life. 

ead disease, diptheria, was 



THEY STAND ? 



^ 



K MODEL COTTAGE MEETING. ? 

IT was four miles from the S. A. 
barracks at T— to the home of 
Mr. W., where we had been invited to 
hold a cottage meeting. The large 
kitchen had been fixed up for the 
meeting, Mr. W. having gone at Con- 
siderable trouble arranging seats and 
making everything comfortable. Soon 
after tea the neighbors began to arrive 
for the meeting, and soon filled the 
kitchen, also the adjoining, rooms, un- 
til they said twd hundred people had 
crowded in. I did not count them, but 
know that by the time the officers ar- 
rived, it was next to an impossibility 
to get into the room, and by the time 
the Captain arose to commence the 
.meeting we. were literally packed. 

"We're bound for the land of the 
pure and the holy," was the song 
chosen, and when we had finished 
singing, we knelt to pray, at least 
those did so who could find room to 
kneel. In a few minutes a big, strong 
man was heard crying for. mercy, then 
another, how a sister, until in ali parts : 
of the house the cry was going up for 
pardon from the past guilt and shame 
Instead of going: on with the meeting 
in- the usual way, we, of course^ turn- 
ed the meeting into a prayer meeting, 
and one after another cried for de- 
liverance; until nine .had given up 
their lives of sin, had sought God, and ' 
had obtained His grace and pardon. 
As they could not get to the-penitenjfc 
form for the crowd, they sought God 
where they were, in all parts of the 
rooms. 

We now 1 arose from our knees, 



*■ l ■Filglhg , in the place that winter, and 
just a : few weeks after B. had been 
saved, he, with many others, was 
. stricken down. I clearly remember 
the morning when one of the soldiers 
came to niyi quarters and: told me of 
his illness. We walked several miles 
through the snow to his father's house, 
for since his conversion he had re- 
turned home, his father having mar- 
ried again, and there found him suffer- 
ing intensely, and apparently nearing 
the Biver of Death. His grey-haired 
father sat by his side weeping bitterly, 
and never shall I forget how B. looked 
into his father's face, and with a weak 
trembling voice said, "Father, don't 
weep for me ; thank God; I'm all 
right !" As we took him by the hand 
he told us "All was weld." 

Other duties made tUnecessary to 
leave him for a few hours, and when 
we returned after the meeting at night 
we just reached the house in time to 
see him pass triumphantly away, to be 
with Jesus. We could not, have an 
Army funeral, but held a .shbrt service 
at the house. As a result of this, his 
sister sought and obtained the salva- 
tion of her soul, and decided to serve 
her brother's God. B's father praised 
,Go%for the Army, and was- delighted 
to think that the £$m& had come, as 
he said,- just in timie to save his boy 
ere he died, ■ - . 

Young reader, what aboxit your soul? 
Have you been to the Christ of Xmas 
yet ? If not, you had letter do so to- 
day, for you. are not too young^to die. 




C ounterfeits * * 

By STAFF-CAPT. MOKRIS. 

A certain house was reputed haunt- 
ed. No one would think of entering 
or renting it. Strange lights and sha- 
dows were seen at the windows, 
strange sounds were heard from its 
vicinity at night, but in daylight it 
looked cold and dismal. At last some 
intrepid man determined to unearth 
the mystery, and accordingly laid his 
plans to visit the place. The ghost, 
however, seemed to have received 
word of his resolve, for the flickers 
and murmurings had vanished from 
the scene when the investigator en- 
tered ; but he found the remnants of 
a coiner's fire and stamping tools, with 
the evidences of the owner's hasty 
flight The supposed ghosts had been 
a gang of counterfeiters. 

From time to time, through the 
vigilance of the authorities, many such 
characters are brought under the iron 
arm of the law, which provides a 
severe penalty for the offender. In 
spite of this, however, we are continu- 
ally being made aware of the exist- 
ence of such a class. The coin and 
paper manufactured in this unlawful 
manner, and at present- in circulation, 
represent thousands of dollars, and 
so closely much of it resembles the 
original that it is detected with the 
utmost difficulty. 

The above title is not only applicable 
to ; the production of the man who, in 
soine secret corner, endeavors to man- 
ufacture something which Will pass off 
as currency, but in many other in- 
stances do we find endeavors to substi- 
tute the imitation for the original 1 . 

Certain articles are exhibited and 
recommended in stores, and are pur- 
chased. .. because, by all appearance, 
they are the right thing, but when an 
opportunity for comparison with the 
genuine article occurs, the purchaser 
finds, that he has been deceived. > 

Foup Samples 

Let us now consider some of the 
substitutes for the true heart religion 
of the Lord Jesus Christ. We find a 
class which has merely the form of 
Christianity. To it its members are 
devoted, and day and night cherish 
Its utter emptiness, with the belief 
that they are in possession of the 
secret, which Will eventually bring 
them into the kingdom of God. They 
are deceived. 

Next cGfmes the man who is ready to 
stake all his hopes for eternity on the 
fact that he was fortunate enough to 
be born in a Christian home, and lives 
in a Christian country. He is not a 
(heathen, therefore he must be a 
Christian. He fails, or more probably 
refuses, to see that he is not in posses- 
sion of that true Christian faith which 
will carry his soul triumphantly 
through the swellings of Jordan. He 

* is deceiving himself. 

What a poor recommendation to the 
salvation of God is the empty profes- 
sor—the man whose religion consists 
in his testimony, but who, by his 
everyday business transactions, is an 
open rebuke to the profession he en- 
deavors to maintain. It seems impos- .», 
sible for us to estimate the damage of 
this inconsistency, and its insidious 
influence. 

What shall we say of that class who 
are of ail people in the universe the 
most despicable in the eyes of the Al- 
mighty, the hypocrite ? True, it may 
be, that he associates with the people 
of God; but his life does not recom- 
mend his religion; and he well knows 
that he is pretending to be what he is 
not. The, world looks on > and says: 
"If that is a sample of Christianity, let 
us be delivered from it. Our hopes 
'for eternity cannot be less than his." 

As the world, in everyday business 
life, is looking for the genuine, so It 's 

* on the lookout for a real, practical 
Christianity; "Look at the shams in 
your religion," says someone to whom 
we are representing its claims. "Nb, r > 
we reply, "d&n'riook at the shams, 

■'■ ^bok at the original." As every true coin 

comes from the mint, s<* every tm% 

Christian comes from the Mercy Seat. 

A real religion takes possession of 

the heart, and prove? successful! when 



a man's own will power and deter- 
mination to do right has failed him. 
Let us picture the drunkard, or the 
man who has become the victim of 
vice and sin, when his own best efforts 
have been unfruitful, and he becomes 
utterly helpless to combat the 
assailing powers of evil. He comes 
out, in his extremity, to God for aid, 
and His salvation takes possession of 
his soul ; he is made a new creature 
with new desires and a new power in 
his life, not his own. He has found 
something which has met his need, 
and the result is not merely reforma- 
tion, but regeneration. 

This power is the world's only hope. 
And on the great Beckoning Day, 
when the gold shall be separated from 
the dross, only a genuine heart-re- 
ligion will avail. Stripped of all out- 
ward show, He Who reads the secrets 
of the heart will judge us irrespective 
of the profession we have made, or the 
form of religion we may have adopted. 



^ CHRISTMAS CHAT * 

A FEW FRIENDLY WORDS TO 
THE UNSAVED. 



r\ NOB again the days, weeks, and 
^ months have gone by, and we 
a*e brought face to face with the fact 
that shortly we shall once more cele- 
brate the birthday of our Christ. 

What memories cluster around the 
word "Christmas!" Memories of 
childhood's happy anticipations of 
what Christmas morning would bring 
us, and the long day that would 
stretch out before us when father, 
mother, elder brother, and sister 
seemed to be wholly devoted to the 
supreme object of making the children 
happy ! And happy we were ! 

Then, as time passed on, and we 
began to understand something of 
what the birth of Christ meant to the 

world, even to us personally, how our 

hearts thrilled as we thought of Ihe 
love and devotion of the Son of God, 
Who could voluntarily leave IJ the 
glories of His Celestial Home, with all.'. 
its heavenly associations and attrac- 
tions, to become a baby in the home of 
a lowly carpenter, and to grow from 
boyhood to manhood, with the increas- 
ingly certain knowledge that He 
would die a cruel death* In a short, 
time ! 

We could not understand how He 

, did it, but we loved Him for %, afid 

made many strong resolves that we 

would never do anything to grieve 

Him, or to cause Him sorrow. 

But time went oh, and, insensibly 
almost, our hearts became filled with 
other ambitions and desires, "We 
forgot the resolutions we had made ?. 
in ^childhood, and little by littir-wkr 
hearts grew cold towards Him. Our 
prayers were but the repetition of 
words; our thoughts and ambitions 
were centred upon this wond ; we 
had lost sight of any other. 

' ' We lived for ourselves vie thought for ourselves, 

For ourselves and naught beside, 
Just as though Jesus had never lived, 
;! And as th ,ugh He had never died. ' 

But God, ''Who Is rich in mercy," 
'did not leave us without continual re- 
minders of His claims upon us. Bach 
succeeding Christmas has brought be- 
fore us the memory of Christ, His 
birth, His life, His death. 
From pulpit, and platform, in 
song and story, His mission, 
His purpose in living and dying, 
has been brought before us, as it will 
be again during this season;: Shall we 
continue, to give our thought 
to the things of this life: 
what we shall eat, what we 
shall drink, wherewithal we Shall be 
clothed ? Shall 5 we? not rather throw 
off the entanglements of earth, break 
through the clouds which neglect of 
years has caused to come between "* 
our soul and God, and bow in tumble 
adoration before Him, Who, for our 
sakes, canie as a little child to this 
world, to take upon Himself our sins,- 
our sorrows, our trials, and perplex- 
ities, , that we, through His death, 
might have life, and that we might 
have it more abundantlyj^Florence ... 
Easton, Ensign. i «4'^#* ff "* ■ 
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'The Lokd will be the. Harbour, or Place of Repair, of His People." 

—Joel hi. 16 (Marginal Reference). 




By A. D. COWAN, Staff-Capt. 

E watch the 
ship as she is 
loosed from 
her moorings 
at the dock; 
the bell rings, 
and she glides 
swiftly and 
silently out into the water, gradually 
fading from our view. We turn away 
with mingled feelings of hope— that 
she whl safely make the distant part ; 
and anxiety— lest in the dangers that 
she must inevitably encounter, she 
should be wrecked, and the dear ones 
that we have parted from may find a 
watery grave. , 

There may be a few days of fair 
weather, then slowly, but surely, the 
fog arises, wrapping her in its mantle 
so chill and penetrating that she must 
slacken pace, for she is in great dan- 
ger from collision with passing vessels. 
A sharp outlook is kept, the fog 
whistle is blown to tell others of her 
whereabouts, the compass is often 
and anxiously consulted. She may 
be in the vicinity of. dangerous sand- 
banks and hidden shoals, where many 
a noble vessel has been wrecked ; if 
she doses her course here she will 
probably share the same fate. Oh, 
the anxiety and watchfulness that is 
required to bring her safely through 
this ordeal. But with it all, she may 
be in the course of another vessel, 
which will suddenly loom up, still and 
ghostly 

Right Across Her Track. 
A sudden crash, and her bow is 
damaged. The engines are reversed, 
and she escapes from the scene of the 
disaster, and with the first clearance 
of the fog she steams for the nearest 
harbor for repairs ; then again pur- 
sues her journey. 

Towering in the distance are the forms 
of beautiful icebergs, sparkling in the 
sunlight. A sudden chill in the air 
tells of their approach. On they float 
in their cold and silent splendor. It 
is of no use to attempt to remain in 
their path, so she must change her 
course, and let them pass by. 

On ploughs the vessel through the 
briny deep. Presently she nears the 
tropics where, but a few miles from 
shore the breakers, white and foaming, 
surge upon the coral beach, and the 
beautiful palm lifts its feathery head 
to the breeze. Here she is likely to be 
becalmed. But there is an oppressive 
stillness in the air, her progress is 
hindered, although the waters are 
-calm and unruffled— 'tis the calm be- 
fore the coming storm- 
"Oh, the vastness ! Oh, the terror I 

Oh, the launching on the seal 
Sailing dangers* tempest threatening— 

Is there no help ? Must it be ? 
Even so ; the Admiral's flagship 

This same way hath sailed oef ore, 
Leading to that wakeless harbor, 
Leading to that stormless shore. 
, —Dr. Neale. 

Preparations are hastily made, sails 
are taken in ; there is a rattling of 
chains, a battening of hatches darker 
rain-clouds lower. Suddenly it breaks 
upon her in Its fury, the wind has in- 
creased to a gale, the waters are lash- 
ed into foam, the waves rise and bear 
her upon their bosom to a mountain 
height, then into the depths. She 
shudders and groans with the strain, 
Se billow* sweep over her decks 
from stem to stern; mast and mils 
in fact, everything- movable, is cai-. 

Ld away, and her B^o^essi 
tested in every timber. nesenuy 
rockets « sent ,upi S t?.. the mm. 



^ 



of the night as tokens of her distress. 
For days the battle with the elements 
wages ; then the wind subsides, the 
waves gradually become calmer, and 
in a battered condition she is run into 
the nearest harbor for repairs. 

Then on she goes again to finish her 
journey. For a time all may be well ; 
then she may slacken speed, and fin- 
ally come to a standstill. This is a 
more serious difficulty than any which 
she has yet encountered— her engines 
are out of repair, 

- ■ ?Eer ¥ovr& is Gone, 
She cannot continue her journey until 
the machinery is put in order. * A 
passing vessel is hailed, and she is 
towed into the dock to be again put 
into repair. 

She may make the voyage prosper- 
ously now untifli it is nearly over, the 
white cliffs of the homeland be al- 
ready in sight. Hearts on board are 
full of expectation ; almost into the 
harbor, but in going through the dan- 
gerous channel, she has got a little off 
the course, and if the engines are not 
stopped, and the pilot taken on board, 
the chart pored over, and herseif put 
upon the right track, there will be a 
sudden grating of the keel on the 
rocks, a sharp shock, then a rushing in 
of the cold water, and, with a shudder, . 
she will lurch over, and sink beneath 
the waves, bearing down with her the 
struggling mass of bumanity which 
she had so nearly carried into the 
desired haven. "Lost in sight of 
home." A few spars, a part of the 
battered, broken remnants of the ship, 
the signboard with her name, may 
float towards the shore, and tell more 
eloquently than, words the story of a 
wreck; 

The spiritually awakened can trace 
the analogy between the. natural and 
the spiritual world, quite easily. A 
soul starts out from Calvary's port 
with glowing prospects. For a time 
aUl is joy and gladness. Its path is 
illuminated. Then God brings about, 
some of His mysterious providences,' 
the deep things that cannot.be under- 
stood: The way becomes so' different 



to what they expected, and then 
doubts and fears arise in the mind; 
misunderstandings and difficulties 
come into the path from the human 
side; just when the soul seems least 
able to bear it the crash comes. 

Well is it, then, in that first en- 
counter, if, instead of drifting disabled 
and discouraged with the tide, the 
soul runs to the Lord, the harbor, 
the place of repair for His people. 

It may- next encounter the icebergs, 
those cold, professing Christians that 
chill the soul, that dampen her ardor, 
that would try her, that there is no 
need of being so extreme, no need of 
so much sacrifice for the good of 
others. If she remains too long in 
their company^ there is a probability 
of the freezing process asserting 
itself ; no sunshine from it will warm 
the soul. What spirit has not been 
surrounded by the floating ice, the 
chilling influence of uncongenial en- 
vironment, discouraging surroundings? 
If the soul does not keep hold of the 
divine, and wait only upon God, she 
is very likely to succumb to the evil 
influences with which she is surround- 
ed, in the home, in the workshop, in 
all the relationships of life. It may 
be a very gradual cooling off, from the 
first love to lukewarmness, a little 
less desire for prayer, a little less 
hunger for the Word of God, not quite 
such a strong stand taken against evil, 
only a little compromise, but the float- 
ing ice has impeded the progress of 
that soul. The greatest danger does 
not lie always 

In Opposition, Persecution, 

or the influence of the unconverted. 
Greatest danger frequently lies in an 
easier path, favorable circumstances, 
the love and flattery of friends, the 
warm sunshine of prosperity, a cloud- 
less sky ; and if not watchful, the 
soul settles down and ceases, to make 
any spiritual progress, 

God cannot always, trust people 
with prosperity, and in His tender love 
and wisdom, it is often necessary for - 
Him to let the storm of berea-v 
and financial reverses, sweep 
down upon the soul. The lovej 
upon which it has leaned, its- 
mast, is torn away, the familj __ 
is broken up, fondest hopes are buried, 
earthly prospects are swept away,- re- 
verses and losses follow each other in 
quick succession, until it cries out m 
agony, 'AH Thy waves, and Thy bil- 
lows have gone over me!" But our 
God is the place of repair for the 
weary, helpless spirit. The waves are 
hushed to a calm at His command. It 
will probably carry the scars . of the 
conflict to the end,. but it pursues the 
journey and makes .fair progress, to- 
ward the other shore.. ,;',,,.- v s , ; ' » 

Then, alas'l 'a graver: ' danger than 

any that* have yet^beejn met with may 

/overtake the soiif. ;/ There .is a slaiiken- 

ing pace, it has lost the power that 



has hitherto propelled it on through 
every circumstance, through evefl 
storm. There are many ways in which 
this sad experience may come about. 

Spiritual Satisfaction is a Frequent Cause 

Other causes are— allowing service .for 
God to take the place of communion 
and fellowship with Him; becoming 
too much elated over successes, or Im- 
pressed and discouraged by the hard- 
ness of the way, or the persecutions 
of our enemies, the care of this world, 
and the enthralling power of besetting t 
sins. 

At this juncture, the influence of 
some consecrated life may be brought 
to bear upon it, and the soul returns 
to God. Power is again received from 
on High, and it can go on its journey, 
instead of becoming a wreck upon the 
Sea of Time. 

It is most easy to lose the right way, 
to deviate just a little from the* God- 
marked-out course. In the effort to 
atear clear from one hidden rock the 
soul is likely to run* upon another. 
Better, then, would it be to stand still, 
and own up, like one honest soul, of 
whom ws^heard lately— "I do. *"" 
know where ¥«mV— better lookjpfo the 
Bible chart and ge<mstruc|i^n^better 
to take the Pilot off-ifoard and let 
Him have control, let Him guide into 
the right courser than to go on till she 
meets with a suddeiTshocki a crafeh, 
a wreck ; the s ' 
bearing with he 
who have watc 
been influenced 
through the ear | 

The shores of Time%re strewn ., _._ 
the hulls of these wrecks ; the batter- 
ed, broken spars, like driftwood, are' 
piled upon the strand. We look upon 
the faces in the old album, of com- 
rades who once fought by our side, 
that once sailed along so buoyantly .', 
o'er life's sea ; we turn away with 
a sigh as we remember the past, ^all 
the 'what might have been,' " and aslr 
^ourselves, Why is it that such lives 
al'^^ese have been wrecked? We - 
l to the conclusion that it 



strains of life. 

on, until at last one fierce storm 
come upon them and they have suc- 
cumbed to the strain of circumstances. 
They are lost, not because of the dif- 
ficulties, not because of the fogs, the 
icebergs, the storms, but because they 
did not go to God in their distresses. 
Thank God, we meet others who have 
come through quite as many /trials, 
quite as hea^y storms, whose' faces, 
though peacefulr ,4 &«af*1^^ 
of the strains through which tHy 
have passed, but they are still pursu- 
ing the onward journey, overcomers 
through Him Who has loved them. 
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nsign Jonah 



F you've never heard about him, praise the Lord ! 
'tis not too late: 
I am at your service, reader, and will serve you 
while you wait. 



mm 



Ensign Jonah got his orders — marching- orders, I 

should say — 
Was to Nineveh appointed by Headquarters straight 
away; 

But, because he'd no Lieutenant, 
_ „ 4 - ' ' " or because he feared to fail, 

He refused to take the journey; his 

backsliding forms my tale. 
We are told he booked forTarshish, 
though he must have known 
full well, 
While with orders he was trifling, 
souls were drifting down to hell. 
P'r'aps like some, he thought he 
needed rest, as tonic for the 
fight; 
Or, saidHhey should surely send him where . 

the prospects were more bright. 
Why should he.,, somewhat rheumatic, "go 

to open "Ninevar!" ^_, — 
When there were some others, lasses, who 
•far? .;. 
\ch a city, and such 
te; ' 
fcket, struggling: in 

He'd be tempting God's great goodness; 

having too much faith, you know : JShL 

So he did as Satan told him— simply said j|fi 

he would not go. " JBI 




^ 



And a gourd-vine grew upon it, and some roses 
p'r'aps around, 

Till the people passing muttered 
— "What a pretty piece of 
ground!" 
But a worm by God's direction, 
u^l crept along one sunny day, 

|| And without a word to Jonah, 
nibbled the gourd-stem right 
away ; 

^8^.=====,-- — b So that soon its leaves got 

\l~ --r-v^T -.•-''•^^ " withered, and an East wind 

blew it down ; 
Maybe spoiling his flower garden and geraniums all 

around. 
Then he set up such a wailing, as the sun shone on 

his head, 
Once more telling God Almighty he would rather he 

were dead I 
Then the Lord, doubtless disgusted, when He saw 

this angry spell, 
Said to Ensign Jonah, softly, "Do you think you're 

doing well?" 
"Yes, I am!" replied the Ensign, "even with my 

latest breath — 
This thing is so past enduring, that I'd seal it with 
my death!" 




God could bless the land they live in— lift its burdens 
and its cares. 

Then there is the gourd of Fashion, costing many a 

mighty sum- 
One flower-garden-hat would purchase cornet, tam- 
bourine and drum ! 

One silk dress would feed a thousand, starving out 
on India's strand; 

And what Christians spend on fashion could stop 
famine in that land. 

But, before some worldly Christians throw a shilling 
on the plate, 

They for useless overhangings throw away p'r'aps 
seven or eight. 

Then they wonder why God's blessing on their Syna- 
gogue won't come, 

And instead of cursing fashion, sometimes curse our 
Army drum. 

Then there is the gourd of Drinking—who can tell the 

awful tale, 
Of the record of its victims— if 

I tried I would but fail ; 
Of the millions drinking, drift- 
ing, quickly, surely, to their 
doom — 

And the licensed sign 
boards, "to the 
pit" proclaim yet 
there is room ; 
There are other gourds, too many to en- 
umerate to-day ; 
Nought but grace and holy living can the 

compact drive away. 
Only while for God we're working in the 

place He'd have us be, 
Will He use us for His glory— and our 
enemies shall see. 




Zb* Jfngd of Joy. 



—but you recog- 
nize, the tale. '*' ";" 
'Twas a rather i!; 
tight position, for the Lord he'd, left 
■behind ,'","*■ ' \, f 

lH,adr+ prepared the fish's gullet planned * 

each detail in His mind : 
fMade it far from being roomy— there was 5 
1 no verandah there ; ' ■ ' 2 a 

i believe it, room to kneel 
55 his prayer. 
; he prayed sincerely, saying, h$ would 
now obedient be, >rt ;s 

A.nd at once communicated with Head- 
quarters, don't you see. 

Soon for Nineveh he 
started, crying out, 
"Yet forty days, .... 
i% \tm ^°d- * n an g er will v- 

1 Vp '■ destroy you, if you , ; s „ 

4V turn not from your 

' ~ "' ways!" ' ' - r '~.'.' " '" : 

Thenl they had a great revival ; held a fast instead of 

fqast, f ' . ■., ." . "... , : ■' ' 

And repented of their doings, from the greatest to ^he 

least. \ '. ' : ^ •" ■ 

And the king, too, got converted; gave this testimony 

grand — ,,•'_"' 
"Let the people iii this city form at once a praying 

band!"i v '.-.', 
And we're told that God repented when He saw their 

works were good— . , ',,.,! 

Faith and works went well together, as the Bible gays 
^ they should. ' 

But% came to pass that Jonah got quite angry, it is 4 

- (.S3.id; ■''■■.'. . ;'";' 

An^^pke those who lose their temper, "wished to 

kdYess he were dead ! " „ ' vM< v',, t, " '» 

nx M^»a " ■ < . ■ 

« an^ed to be off to Heaven; wanted to put down the 

ight be an angel without any further loss., * ^ 
^ he left ' the&city, and ajittlfi' 1 cottage ""V": 

:■■■:- ;mm -.■^^•- i *far> • ' *.',* 

and study in the solitude 




THE DESERTER'S DESERT. 

Said the Lord, " If you are sorry for a gourd in such 

'. away," ■■■■. 
What must I, of 80,000 babes in that greatcity, say?" 
Whether Jonah gave an answer, if God spoke to him , 

, again;;' /' ■- ■ - ; ' ,•'■':; 

'Tis not in the Book recorded ; so we'll make these 
lessons plain, r ., *>"*' ; "■ 

There are.gWrds for shady Christians, growing in 

our lahd'to-day — 
Oh that God would send an East wind, to blow all 

''SucVymesf'away! ' ■^■~=x;i -,:■'*.': 

There's the' weed-gourd of To- 
• bacco, with vast crowds be- 
■ neath itsdeaf; 
Of the.niany strange Gods wor- 
stup^e'd, this bids fair to form 
the chief. 
Christians spend their money on 

it, as they load, and light, and puff; . ■ 1 ; ' '"" 

.Ghewihg and expectorating on the ground the dirty 

' stuff. ; 

If they gave as much attention to their Bible and 
their prayers, 




JOY has a depth and stillness far be-? 
yond mere merriment: Joy has a- 
moral force, because it rises out of 
and combines real and constituent spirit- 
ual elements/loftier, more enduring than 
; pleasure ; it draws its life and gathers its 
strength from the most vigorous and the 
most varied faculties of our nature. Its 
very roots are watered, — it is watered at 
the roots of its being by streams, the com- 
bined results of drops from the spring of 
laughter, as well as from the fountain of 
tears. Like the pines of Ida, it takes 
the sunlight bravely, because it has been 
strengthened by the storm; it turns the 
troubled tempests of life into stirring 
music ; it compels its lighter cares to sing; 
from sorrow it brings a happy cadence- 
sad, yet happy, like the soft low whisper of 
Sicilian pines. It possesses the secret of all 
that is bright and beautiful in nature, all 
that is divine and ennobling in Art— these 
when it pleases it can use. In its counten- 
ance is the innocence of childhood; it its 
strength of energy the vigor of the full- 
grown man ; in it is the delight and aston- 
ishment of the voices of awakening birds, 
: the freshness of opening powers, the 
elasticity of early? youth, the brightness ., of the. 
breeze in Springtime, and the charm without the sor- 
row of the dawn. Spiritual joy! We linger about it, 
■: ''/find it hard to leave it; as we linger hot to lose one 
/■■ ray of beauty when the clouds of sunset are unclasps 
ing their draperies of crimson to wrap themselves in 
the sable robes of storm,, 

Joy! It co-ordinates and harmonises all rays; of 
rmoral glory; it has the sweetness and freshness of the 
music of Mendelssohn; it touches with the chromatic 
... "tenderness of Splohr; if unites the depth and splendor 
..■ of the coloring of Titian, and the refinement and 
severity of Francia's Christ. If, indeed, it can be 
, found in the face of the Crucified, it can be no silly, no 
evanescent sentiment, no bodiless imagination, no 
pjassing spasm ; no, it is a power. A soul in spiritual 
joy is af soul in possession; of a power not hard, crush- 
ing, adamantine, but enriched with energetic life— on 
the side of man, an .outcome of unfaltering loyalty 'to 
' truth and duty-; -on the side of the undying, a bequest 
of the crucifix, one exquisite result of the delicate, the 
finished workmanship* -of the Spirit of God. , - 

• ; ' ■"''* —Canon Knox Lpt'tle. 
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Holiness. 



Tune.— For ever with the Lord (B.J. 81, 
P.W. 56). 

IFrom every stain made clean, from 
every sin set free ; 
Oh, blessed Lord, this is the gift that 

Thou hast promised me. 
And pressing through the past of failure, 

fault, and fear ; 
Before Thy cross my all I cast, and dare 
to leave it there. 

From Thee, I would not hide my sin, 

because of fear ; 
What men may think ; I hate my pride, 

and as I am appear. 
Just as I am, O Lord, not what I'm 

thought to be ; 
Just as I am, a struggling soul for life 

and liberty. 

Upon the altar here, I lay my treasure 
down ; 

I only want to have Thee near, King of 
my heart to crown. 

The fire doth surely burn my every sel- 
fish aim ; 

And while from them to Thee I turn, I 
trust in Thy great name. ' 

A heart by Blood made clean, in every 

wish and thought ; 
A heart that by God's power has been 

into subjection brought. 

i%mm]te^M$mM£££a mJ;9 s m S» within the 
light of heaven ; """* ' L 

This is the blessing, SaviouT, King, that 
Thou to me hast given. 



Mighty Faith* 



Tune.— Stella (B.J. 25). 

2 Give me the faith that Jesus had, 
The faith that can great mountains 
move, 
That makes the mournful spirit* glad, 

The saving faith that works by love, 
The faith for which the saints have 

striven, 
The faith that pulls the fire from hea- 
ven. 

Give me the faith that gets the power, 
That stubborn devils dare not turn, 

That lion-teeth cannot devour, 
That furnace-fires can never burn, 

That never fears the tyrant's frown, 

That wins and wears the martyr's 
crown. 

Give me the faith that dare do right, 
That keeps the weakest brave and 
strong, 
That_ will for Jesus nobly fight, 

That turns life's sorrows into song, 
That passes through the fiery test, 
• That lives, and gives, and does its best. 

Give me the faith that lives to trust, 
That in the child-like spirit dwells, 

That buries self and slaughters lust, 
That keeps out all that Christ, expels, 

That gives no quarter to the foe, 

That sternly says, "You'll have to go." 



♦ » » 



Hail, 'Saviour I 



Tune.— Christ for me (B.B. 48, S.-M, 
I. 23). 

3 Oh, let us hail the Saviour's birth, 
Christ has come ! 
Sweet Messenger ®f peace on earth, 

Christ has come ! 
He's come, let men and angels sing, 
And through the world the echo ring, 
To-day is born our Saviour-King, 
Christ has come I 



All glory to the new-born King, 

Christ has come I 
Our hearts adore Him while we sing ; 

Christ has come ! 
He's come, the Lord of earth and skies, 
And in a lowly manger lies, 
To gain for us a paradise; 

Christ has come ! 

A living Saviour we have found, 

Christ has come ! 
"We'll spread to earth's remotest bound ; 

Christ has come ! 
He's come within our hearts to dwell, 
Our Saviour, Lord, Immanuel, 
And of His wondrous life we'll tell, 

Christ has come ! 

Poor, weary sinner, trembling one, 

Christ has come t 
He has for you the victory won ; 

Christ has come ! 
He's come to save both you and me, 
To bear the cross on Calvary, 
And every sinner may go free, 

Christ has come ! 

Then brothers, sisters, seek Him now, 

Christ is here ! 
And humbly at His footstool bow, 

Christ is here ! 
He's standing here with looks so kind, 
And says to you, "In Me you'll find 
Pardon, and rest, and strength com- 
bined." 

Christ is here ! 



Hark, the Herald Angels Sing. 



Tune.— Hark, the herald * angels sing 
(B.J. 146). 

4 Hark I the herald angels sing, 
"Glory to the new-born King, 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild ; 
God and Sinners reconciled." 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 
Join the triumph of the skies ; 
With angelic hosts proclaim : . 
"Christ is born in Bethlehem." 

Mild, He lays His glory by, 
Born that man no more may die ; 
Born to raise the sons of earth, 
Born to give them second birth. 
Hail, the heaven-born Prince of. Peace ! 
Hail, the Sun of Righteousness I 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Kisen with healing in His wings. « 



A Better World, 



Tune.— Better world (B.J. ■ 11, . S.M. 
I. 379), 

5 There is a better world, they say, 
Oh> so bright ! 
Where sin and woe are done away, 

Oh, so' bright ! 
There music fills the balmy air, 
And angels with bright wings are there, 
And harps of gold, and mansions fair, 
Oh, so' bright ! 

But wicked things, and beasts of prey 

^ ~(3olhe not there ! 
And ruthless death, and fierce decay, 

Come not there ! 
There all are holy, all are good, 
But hearts unwashed in Jesus' blood, 
And guilty sinners unrenewed, 
Come not there ! 

Though we are sinners, every one, 

Jesus died I 
And though our crown of peace is gone, 

. : , .* Jesus died 1 
We may be cleansed from every stain, 
We may be crowned with bliss again, 
And in that land of glory reign, 

Jesus died ! 




Then parents, sisters, brothers, come, 

Come away ! 
We're bound to reach our Father's home. 

Come away ! 
Oh, come, the time is fleeting past, 
And men and things are fading fast, 
Our turn will surely come at last, 

Come away ! 



Invitation* 



Tune— Oh, come, come away (B.J. 22, 
S.M. I. 215). 

/> Oh, come, come away, ye sinners are 
" invited, 

A feast to share, so now prepare, 

Oh, come, come away. 

No longer do excuses make, 

But every sinful way forsake, 

And in the heavenly feast partake, 

Oh, come, come away. 

Oh, come, come away, forsakVyour m 

Companions, 
They walk the pu'L^ that leads 
Oh, come, come aw<^- 
Bid sin and friends of sin f 
No longer run with them to**heh\ 
But haste with saints to dwell, 
Oh, come, come away. 

Oh, come, come away, to our salvation 

meeting, 
There mercy rolls for guilty souls, 
Oh, come, come away. 
._ .The Fou ntain still is open wide- 
It gushes from the Saviour's side, 
Come, plunge- beneath the tide, 
Oh, come, come away. 

Oh, come, come away, the Savi- 

is waiting, 
He will receive, if sin you leavl 
Oh, come, come away. 
And in this world He'll be your Friend 
He'll love and keep you to the end, 
Then to heaven you shall ascend, 
Oh, come, come away. 




Solo, 



Tune.— The Saviour chose (B.J. 69, M.S. 
I. 44). 

*f The Saviour chose a lowly place, 
A When He in Bethlehem was born ; 
'Twas but a manger— oh, what grace 
To sinful men the Lord has shown. 

ChoTus. 

Bending low, seeking so, 
Men to save from endless loss, 

Christ came down and left His throne 
To give His life upon the cross. 

He gladly left His heavemy home, 
The erring steps of men to trace, 

Who, though oft warned, still wandered 
on, 
Towards the gloom of hell's abyss. 

For heaven's joy He chose earth's pain, 
For heaven's peace He chose earth's 
grief ;■"■■.' ' 

Though cruel scorn and bitter shame, 
He knew from men He would receive. 

He had nowhere to lay His head, 
No home on earth did He possess ; 

Though rich above, He chose instead 
Bo poor" to* be that He might bless. 

From loving hearts, oh, let us, Jjring' 
To Him the gift of thankful praise ; 

Think how He stooped at Bethlehem, 
Ahd at the cross displayed His grace. 
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